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S Thyrfis reclin'd by her fide he low'd bet 12 
TN 4 man that's neither high nor low — 1. 
As thro” the gay green wood I happen'd to paſs — 23 
Ah Polly thou treaſure, the joy of my breaſt — 24 
As laſt we parted on the plain — — — 5 
As tink*ring Tom, the ſtreets his trade did cry. — 6 
i yon damaſk roſe be ſaveet  — — — 73 
As Chloe came into the room other day — — 91 
All in her fair ſequeſtred cell — — — — 95 
2 5 5 


3 not miſtaken hearted ſuain — — 17 
D Belinda jee from yonder flowers — — 47 
Bacchus thou merry god of wine — \— :. 

Britannia's ſous rejoices — — — — — 63 
Beneath this grove, this filent ſhades — — 64 
Buſy, curious, thirſty fly — — . — 87 
Bring, Phæbus, from Parnaſſian bow'rs — 93 
DOME thou roſy dimpled boy —— : 6 
Come fill me a bumper my jolly brave boys — 26 
Can the ſhepherds and nymphs of the grove. — 5 
Come Roger and Nell, come Simkin aud Bell — 76 

| 4 D. e ee 

JF NOES 2he languid foul complain —. — 11 


Dear Chloe come give me ſaoget kiſſes — 32 


Damon believe not your Jenny's untrue — — 67 


Dear Chloe whilſt thus beyond meaſure = == 29 


4 
. 


* 
* ws 


F. 
7 OR now the Snow drops lift their heads — 1 


From a man whom I lowe, tho my c. — 15 


Fair Kitty, beantiful and young — — — 81 

Fill me a bowl, à mighty bowl, — — — 86 

F Ir Feoift'y ye minutes till Comus reccive — 89 
G. 


G Mother if you pleaſe you may — 28 


H. 
AD Neptune when frft he 2 charge of the 5 
ea — — 1 
elena with affeaing EN nes. nes tn, cc. 41 
How giddy is yanth, yet above all advice — 4 
How chearful along the gay mead — — —ᷣ—ᷣ 46 
How bleft am I thy face to view — — — 56 
Hark the ſhrill trumpets martial ſounds from far 65 
Hence painful pleaſure, ** ug pain — — 71 


Hawe rambPd I own F abo years up fe. — 3 
In vain fond youth thy tears give er — 42 
L. 


ET the tempeſt of war be heard from afar 13 
Let others boaſt of this and that — — 18 


Let > oldie fight, for prey or praiſe — — — 27 


Laſt year all the cry — — — — $0 

Let Euler go'meaſure the ſun — — — — 63 

22 ambitor fire thy mind — — — — 78 
M. 


Y Kitty cries was Damon wiſe — — 92 
My mother cries, Bet beſhy — — 95 


No longer let war be uſurp'd 25 the men 21 
more of war or wars alarms — — — 25 


Dew Hymen lights the torch of — <P 


Fill 20 e baniſh grief — — — 34 


8 IGHT to lovers j Joys a friend — — — 2 
No 


ets, Oe Ss 


To Celia's praiſe my muſe ſhall ſing > — '— 


IND E X. 111 
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O07 R the bowl we'll laugh and jing — — 28 


One midſummer morning when' nature loo d 
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O thou for whom my lyre I ffring — — — 44 


One ewe beſides a ſilver flreaem — — — 57 
O Delia huxv fond and how ſpeechleſs am  — 66 
O wouldſt thou know what ſacred charms — 87 


LUTUS wain is all your. vaunting — — 9 
 Paſftora's come with myrtles crown'd — E! 


Palamen lov'd Paſtors — — — — 


N Britons, rouſe, and face the foe — 35 
8. 


EE Belinda fair as morning — — — 
Says Plato, why ſhould men be vain — 48 
Sub ected to the power of love — —, — 30 
See cubere Phillis ever ſprightly — — — 40 
Sixteen years old was black eyd Sue — — 53 
Sure a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen — 83 
Sick of the toæun at once | fleww — — — 88 
| FT. 
TE me Amintor, gentle ain — — 3 
1 The larks brill notes aawate the morn — 9 
The flame of love fincere I felt — — — '— 9 
The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit — 


I 
The month of September — — — —— 5 


1 
T hen give thy hand fair maid ——— — — * 
The nymph that 1 low'd, was as bouny and gay 23 
*Tis a twelvemonth ago, ' nay perhaps they are 
wan. = > 


Zis bumpers lull all cares to r 7 
be found == — 51 
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True bliſs in retirement can only 
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*Tis rumour d the French will ſoon wiſit cur coaſt 68 
The eye that beams with lambent light — — 70 
To Phillis and Chloe and all the gay throng — 80 
The women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs '— 84 


The chace is ver, and on the plain — ,— 91 
V. 

* now you ſtride to charm me — 92 
W. 


| HAT is he gone, and can it ke — — 7 
2 While on my Collins knee [ fit — — 11 
While Damon whiſtles ver the plain — — 22 
Why my fexbain Jo blythe and clever — — 33 
What Honeurs are to Fredrick due — — 36 
While am'rous bards in raptures ſing — — 39 
When Collin firſt laid a briſk fiege to my heart — 40 


| Whilf to the diflant vale I wing — — 42 


Nell if I continue but inthe ſame mind — 43 
What Jadne/s reigns oer the plain — — 53 
Whilſt in the grove Timandra walks _ 4 
Without thinking on't 1 gain'd Thyrſis's heart — 5 5 
Without diſguiſe or coquets art — — 55 
When wwe deareſt Nell ſhall be parted — — 72 
When Sol was at reſt — — 76 
Whilft beaux to pleaſe the ladies aurite — 82 
Would you taſte the noon tide air — — 90 


. 
OUNG Melly who lives at the foot of the hill 7 
Ye ſhepherds, ye nymphs, and ye ſwains — 20 
Young Jenny in her fifteenth year — — 29 
Te circles of the fair and grave 47 


Tou ſay at your feet that J auept in deſpair — 74 
7 e courtiers diſerac'd . 
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80 NI. 
Sung by Mis. Vincent at Vauxhall. 


Oh now the Snow Drops lift their Heads, 
Cowſlps rife from golden Beds, 


Silver Lillies paint the Grove, 
Welcome May and welcome Love. 


Now the Bee on ſilver wings, 
N ſpoils unwearied brings; ; 


Spoils that nymphs and ſwains approve, 
Soft as May and ſweet as love. 


Whilſt a-down the ſlopy hill, * 


Trickles ſoft the purling rill: 


Balmy Scents perfume the grove, 


May unbends the {oul tO Joy Co ; 


| Long the clay cold maid denies, 
Nor regards her ſhepherd's ſighs; 


68 
70 
80 
84 
91 
92 
wok - oF 
— 11 
22 
3 
- 36 
* 
— 40 
— 42 
43 
= 25 
54 
— 4 
— SS 
3 
76 
mw v3 
— 90 
e hill 7 
5 — 20 
— 29 
— 47 
— 74 


Now your fond Petitions: move, 


May 's the ſeaſon formed for love. 


On the fair that decks our iſle; rad, 

Let each grace and Virtue ſmile, 

And our happy ſhepherds prove 
ays of eaſe and nights of love. 
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SU N-G I. 


Sung by Miſs Stevenſon at Vauxhall. 


Ight to lovers joy's a friend, 
Swiftly thy aſſiſtance lend; 

Lock up envious ſeeing day, 

Bring the willing youth away; 


For haſte and ſpeed the tedious hour, 


To the ſecret happy bow'r ; 
Then my heart for bliſs prepare, 
Thyrſis, ſurely, will be there. 


See the hateful day 1s gone, 
Welcome evening now comes on, 
Soon to meet my dear I fly, 
None but love ſhall then be by : 


None ſhall dare to venture near, 


To tell the plighted vows they hear ; 


Parting thence will be the pain, 
But we will part to meet again. 


. Don't you feel a pleaſing ſmart 
Gently ſtealing to your heart ? 
Fondly hope and fondly ſigh, 
For my Shepherd oft do I; 

With in Hymen's bands to join, 
Fll be your's, and you be mine, 
Tell me Thyrſis, tell me this, 
Tell me then, and tell me yes. 


Farewell loitring idle day, 

To my dear I hie away, 

On the wings of love J go, 

He the ready way will ſhow ; 
Peace, my breaſt, nor danger fear, 
Love and Thyrfis both are near. 


"Tis the youth! I am ſure tis he! 


Night how much I owe to thee. 
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SONO III. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall. 


Have rambl'd, I own it, whole years up and down, 
And ſigh'd oereach beautiful nymph of the town, 
Such fancies have plagu'd me, that oft in my lite 
I've been ready to ſtart at the name of a wife. 
Pve been ready to ſtart at the name of a wiſe, 


But aſham'd of my fears thut have oft broke my reſt? 
And wearied with roving both cloy'd and unbleſt, 
PII try to be happy the reſt of my life, | 
And venture too late, yet at laſt, on a wite. 

And venture &c. 


Then farewell the jilt, and the fool, and the bold, 
J quit you with pleaſure before I grow old; 

One girl of my heart I will take to for life, 

And enough of all conſcience, I hold is one wiſe. 
And enough of all, &c. 


Pl ſearch the town o'er this fair one to.find, 
Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor vain, nor unkind, 
Whoſe wit and good humour may hold out for life, 


And then if ſhe'll have me, Pl] make her my wife. 
And then if, &c. 


Tis time that the follies of life had an end, 
And ſoon, nay this inſtant, Pm ready to mend; 
What a wonder ther'l! be at fo alter'd a life, 


If you'er wiſe, you like me, will reſolve on a wife. 


SONG IV. 8 
Sung by M:/5 Stevenſon and Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall* 
 _DareaxE. e Y 
* * me Amyntor, gentle ſwain, 
| Saw you my love trip o'er the plain; 
. | B SONG. 
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Soon as the ſun brought on the day, 
From yonder cott he ſtole away. 


AMYNTOR. 


48 1 paſſed thro* that diſtant vill, 
A wake was kept beneath the hill, 

1 heard the ecchoing rocks reſound, 
For Strephon has his Sea crown'd, 


DaPynunet 
Then fly regard, diſſolve in air! 
For one that's falſe III ſcorn to care; 
My heart I'll give ſome better ſwain, 
Who has a heart to give again. 


A MYNTOR, 
Then fix it here, Ill own the prize, 
Amyntor for his Daphne dies, 
And longs in Hymen's band to prove 
Vith you, the joys of mutual love. 


Dar HN E. 

Methirks Ie heard, or *tis a jeſt, 
That Flavia reigns within your breaſt, 
What room then for a wretched maid, 
Who is rejected and betray'd. 

AMYNTOR. 
Flavia, believe me, yeſter morn 
E'er Sol had bruſh'd the dewy thorn, 
By Cynthis to the church was led, 


Tho' bound to grace my nuptial bed. 


DaPHNE, 


Then welcome ſhepherd, come away, 


My heart and hand ſhall both obey ; 


WW hilt others dare inconſtant prove, 


Till Death forbid, we'll live and love. 
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| SONG V. 


3 S laſt we parted on the plain, 
4 Fond Damon ſeem'd full loth to go; 
' He kiſs'd, and ſaid, that ſoon again 
He'd come, and would not leave me fo : 

For that, ſays he, the time is near, 

| And then, my love, I do deſign 

(. It is the beſt day in the year) 
To come and be your valentine. 


I wifh'd the tedious hours to fly, 

And long'd the look'd for day to ſee, 
| And as the time then grew ſo nigh, 
How bleſt thought I, will Nancy be. 
The morning came, and at my door 
p I heard a noiſe, that ſaid, incline 
For once dear girl, if never more, 
| To rife and be my valentine. 


A thouſand fears diſturb my mind, 
Twas Thyrſis there, in Damon's ſtead ; 
thought my youth was quite unkind, 
| Nor knew what ſhould be done or ſaid. 
11 hop'd it could not be a fin, 

In ſpite to Damon, now not mine; 
let the kinder Thirſis in, 
| And was that Shepherd's valentine. 


Nor what | did, I now repent, 
For fickle Damon, ſoon as light, 

To Lucy on that morning went, 
Nor has been ſince from out her fight, 

And Thurks late, but half lov'd ſwain, 
Is now both all and only mine ; 

[ bleſs the time, that once was pain, 

. He came to be my valentine. 
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SONG VI. 
Sung by Mr LO WE. 
arcs. thou roſy dimpl'd Boy, 
— 


Source of ev'ry heart- felt Joy! 


Leave the bliſsful Bow'rs a white, 


Paphos and the Cyprian Ifle. 
Viut Britain's rocky Shore, 
Britons too thy Pow'r adore ; 
zritons hardy, bold and free, 
Own thy Laws and yield to thee. 


Source of ev*ry heart felt Joy! 


Come, thou roſy dimpled Boy. 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 

his is thine and Hymen's day; 
Rid her thy ſoft Bondage wear, 
Rid her for Love's Rites prepare. 


Let the Nymphs with many a Flow'r, 


Deck the ſacred nuptial bow'r; 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 
Arid let hymen too be there; 
This is thine and hymen's day, 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 


Only while we love we live ; 
Love alone can pleaſure give. 


Power, and pomp, and tinſel ſtate, 


'Thoſe falſe pageants of the great! 
Crowns and ſcepters, envied things, 
And the pride of eaſtern kings, 
Are but childiſh empty toys, 

When compar'd to love's ſweet joys. 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 
Only-while we love we live. 
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SONG VII. 
Sung by Mis Stevenſon, at Vauxhall. 


7 HAT is he gone, and can it be? 
And is ſhe then more fair than me? 
The ſight of her might give me pain; 
Bring her not near me, fickle ſwain. 
And ſince that you can leave me ſo, 
Go, get you gone for ever, go. 


Oh! Lin rage would madly tear, 
This gaudy ribbon from my hair ; 
Theſe hated gifts I'd have him take, 
Fil wear no baubles for his ſake. 

I ſcorn the gifts, and hand untrue, 
For her they well enough may do. 


Hoy near was I, when with a kiſs, 


He ask'd my heart to anſwer yes; 

To hear him at the altar ſay 

Vows, he'd have broke the ſooneſt day 
There he may love and take his fill, 
And ſwear to her juſt what he will. 


A rival's pow*r I now defy, 

She may be bleſt and ſo will I; 

Before 'tis long I'm ſure to find, 
A twain more ſuited to my mind; 


Then farewell, Florio, now for good, a 2 
I would not have you if I cou'd. N 
SON 6 VIII. 4 TIE 


The Lass with her DEI IcATE AIX 
Sung by Mr. Lows. 


7 OUNG Molly who lives at the foot of the kill; 
8 mr fame ev'ry virgin with envy does all; 


She neither rejected, nor granted my prayer, 


How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


(8) | 
Of beauty is bleſt with ſo ample a ſhare, | 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One evening, laſt May, as I travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love; I 
I chanced to ſpy the gay nymph, I declare, 

And really ſhe'd got a mot delicate air. 

By a murmuring brook on a green moſſy bed, ly 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid ; 
Surpriz'd and tranſported I could not forbear, 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


For that moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 

And pierc'd without pity, my innocent heart; 

And from thence how to gain the dear maid was my 
care, 

For, a captive I fell to her delicate air, 


When ſhe ſaw me, ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I 
was rude, 

And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude ; 

I anſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there, 

But laid all the blame on her delicate air. 


Said, her heart was the prize which I ſought to 
obtain, | 


And hop'd that ſhe'd give it to eaſe my fond pain ; 
But fir'd all my foul with her delicate air. 


A thouſand times ſince I've repeated my ſuit, 

But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute 

Then "_ me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd the 
air, 0 
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SONG IX. 


det by Dr. Boyce. Sung by Mi/s Young, in the 
f Character of Wit. 
LUTUS vain is all your vaunting, 
Wit muſt life with bliſs ſupply : 
Gold, alas! ſhould wit be wanting, - 
Would not find a joy to buy. 

Wit, alone creates the bleſſing, 
; 


Which exchang'd for gold you ſhare, 
Steril gold alone poſleſling, 


What has man but gloom and care ? 


Wi it of ev'ry art deviſer, 
Ev'ry paſſion can controul, 
iy Canto pity move the miſer, 
Can with mirth dilate the ſoul. 
2 itſelf, on wit depending, 
1 Thence derives its utmoſt power; 
Folly, all profuſely ſpending, 
Folly hoarding all is poor. 
1 


S ON". A. 
Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at Vauxhall. 
HE lark's ſhrill notes awakes the'morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn 
rr yellow harveſt ſafe from ſpoil, 
wards the happy farmer's toil. - aig 
he flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 3 
'er which he tells the jocund tale. N 
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SONG XL 


Sung by Mr. Low, at Vauchalh 
WIE. flame of love ſincere ] felt, 


And ſcreen'd the paſſion long; 
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A tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 

But awe ſuppreſt my tongue. 
At length I told the deareſt maid, 
My heart was fixt upon her; 
But think not I can love, ſhe ſaid, 

Not I, upon my honour. 


The heart that once is roving caught, 
The prudent nymph diſtruſts ; 

And muſt it for a youthful fauit, 
Be ever deem'd unjuſt ? 

So Celia judg'd, fo ſenſe decreed, 
And bad me {till to ſhun her ; 

Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid, wont here ſucceed, 
It won't, upon my honour. 


Too long, I cried, I've been to blame, 
I with a ſigh confeſs ; 

But thou who can'ſt the rake reclaim, 
My new born paſſion bleſs. 

Had ev'ry nymph like Celia prov'd, 
I could not have undone her ; 


On thee, bright maid, thou beſt belov'd, 


I doat, upon my honour. 


A while the fair my ſuit repreſt, 
My conſtancy to prove ; 

Then with a bluſh, conſent expreſt, 
And bleſt me with ker love. 

To church J led the blooming fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her; 

And now life's ſweetelt joys we ſhare, 
We do upon my honour. 


SONO 
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SONG XII. 
\The words by a Lady of Quality. Set by Dr. Boyce: 


HILE on my Collin's knee I fit, 
N 117 7 by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit; 


panting heart true meaſure beats, 
And adh) ev'ry ſigh repeats. 


I ſigh with j joy, that thou may'ſt ſee, 
c in all with thee. 


o matter how the ice was broke, 
Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke ; 
Who only barter love for love, 
The niceneſs of the paſſion prove z 
For oft ingratitude we give, 

And ſometimes gen'rouſlly receive. 


Levell'd by love, let neither try, 

o fix ſuperiority. 

Since all the kind the fond conteſt, 

f whether you or I love beſt : 

ike heedleſs touching a wrong key, 
ut jars the ſound of harmony. 


SONG XIII. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, in the Conſcious Lovers, 
OES the languid ſoul complain ? 
Virtuous love ſhall chaſe the pain. | 
| r if love would truth attend, 
onour ſhould be virtue's friend, 


lory is not half ſo fair, 

\s bright virtue's riſing ſtar ; 

emale truth with ſenſe combin'd, 1 
ins and claims the gen'rous mic. 
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That a pleaſing revenge ſhould take place of deſpair, 


612) f 
S. ON G XIV. 
Sung vy Miſs Stevenſon. 

8 Thyrfis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd bett, 2? 
With a ſigh, her ſoft hand to his boſom he preſt 

While his paſſion he breath'd in the groves. 

As the bird to his neſt ſtill returns for repoſe, 
As back to its fountain the conſtant ſtream flows, 

So true and unchang'd is my love. 


If e'er this heart roves or revolts from its chains, 
May Ceres in rage quit the vallies and plains; 1 

May Pan his protection deny. : 
In vain would young Phillis and Laura be kind, 


On the lips of another no raptures I find; 
With thee, as Pveliv'd, fo PII die. 


More ſtill had he ſworn, but the Queen of the May, 
Voung Jenny the wanton, by chance, paſs'd that way, 
And ſought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade. 
With ſorrow, young lovers, I tell the fad tale, 
The lafs was alluring, the ſhepherd was frail, 
And forgot e'ery vow he had made. 


r 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 

In the form of Alexis, young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of #:epherds the envy and pride. 

Ah! blame not the maid, if ober come by truth, 

Her hand and her heart ſhe beftow'd on the youth, 
And next morning beheld her his bride. 


an e elder - <a erent a4 


Learn rather from Sylvia's example, ye fair, 
Give ſorrow and care to the wind. — 

If faith ful tne ſwain, to his paſſion be true; 

If falſe, ſeek redreſs from a lover that's new, 


And pay each inconſtant in kind. 
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ON XV. 
Ou FRIENDSHIP. 
HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
And friendthip a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange does it Gena that in ſearcling all round, 
This farce of content is fo rare to be found. 
O Friendſhip thou balm and rich ſweetner of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoter of ſtrife; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r 
But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour. 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd, is a friend 
On whom we may aiways with ſafety depend; 
Our joys when extended will always increate, 
And griefs when divided, are hu{l*d into peace. 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will appear 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſiycere ; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point? out diſtreſo, 


No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


SUN. : 
The TemPesT of WAR. 
i ET the tempeſt of war be heard from afar, 
While the trumpet's ſhrill clangor alarms ; 


| 
Let the valieys around, with eccho reſound, 
And a terrible claſhing of arms. 


Let rivers of blood run down in the flood, 


While mortals are gaſping for breath; 
12 the brave if they will, love honour and fall,” 
eek glory and conqueſt in death. 


SY” 


To live ſole and retire, is all my deſire, Qt By 
With my flocks and my Chloe poſleſt, 


And a la Aing enjoyment of reſt. 
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No affliction comes here, no griefs interfere, 


( 14 ) 


Tn a cottage or cell, where ſhepherds do dwell 


In innocence, freedom and eaſe; 


We lead peaceable lives, who are bleſt with good 


wives, 


That ſtudy their huſbands to pleaſe. 


What bleſſings below, can heav'n beſtow, 


Excelling ſuch quiet as this; 
To leſſen our meaſure of bliſs. 


SONG XVII. 
Sung by Miſs Hooper. 
Man that's neither high nor low 
In party or in ſtature ; 
A rake, a rattle, or a beau, 
And unus'd to flatter, 
Let him not be a learned fool, 
Who nods o'er muity books ; 
Who eats and drinks and lives by rule, 
And weighs our words and looks. 


Let him be eaſy, free and gay, 
Of dancing never tir'd ; 

Have ſomething always ſmart to ſay, 
Yet ft ent when requir'd. 

Let him be rich, not covetous, 
Nor gen'rous to exceſs; 


Willing that I ſhould keep the purſe, 


And pleaſe my ſelf in dreſs. 


A little courage let him have, 
From inſults to prote& me, 


Provided he is not too brave, 
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As eber to contradict me. 
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Ten thouſand pounds a year I like, 
But if it ſo much can't be, 

You ſeven from the ten may take, 
III be content with three. 


His face no matter if 'tis plain, 
But let it not be fair; 
The man is ſure my heart to gain, 
Who can with this 2557 N 
And if ſome lord ſnould chance to agree 
With this above Geſcriptic n, 
Tho? I'm not fond of quality, 
It ſhall be no objection. 


SONG XVIII. 
Song inthe REPRISAL. 
Sung by Miſs Macklin at Drury Lane. 


ROM the man whom I love, tho' my heart I 
diſguiſe, 
I will freely . 2 the wretch I deſpiſe; 
And if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ftraw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow: 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon, 

In courage a hind, in conceit a Gaſcoon, 


As a Vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks : 2 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog; 
In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 


In a word to ſum up all his talents together, 


His heart is of lead, and his brains are of feather ; 3 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to ballancea ftraw, 


Me will ſure take a hint from the picture I aw. 
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Although they but ſip woul 


(10) 
SUNG. MIX. 
AD Neptune, when firſt he took charge of 
the ſea, 
Been as wile, or at leaſt been as merry as we, 


He had thought better on't, and inſtead of his bri W 
Would have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous wine 


. What trafficking then would have been on the main, 
For the ſake of good liquor as well as for gain: 

No fear then of tempeit, or danger of ſinking, 
The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a drinking. 


The hot thirſty ſun would drive on with more haſte, 
Secure in the evening of ſuch a repaſt ; 

And when he'd got tipſy, would t: Hf RD his nap, 
With double the pleaſure in Thetis's lap. 


By the force of his rays and thus heated with wine, 
Conſider how gloriouſly Phoebus would ſhine ; 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 

To relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 


Tow happy us mortals when bleſt with a rain, 
To fill all our veſſels and fill them again; 
Nay even the beggar that has ne'er a a diſh, 
Might jump in the river and drink like a fiſh. 


What mirth and contentment on every brow, 

Hob as great as a prince, dancing after his plow 3 

'The birds in the air, as they Play on the wing, 
eternally ſing. 


The ſtars who I think don't do drinking incline, 
Would ſrisk and rejoice at the fume of the wine z 
And merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know, 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 
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Had his been the caſe then what had we enjoy'd, 
Our ſpirits tl! riſing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd : 

A pox then on Neptune when *twas in his pow'r, 
To ip, like a fool ſuch a fortunate. 


SONG XX. 
The Nu and FRIAR. 


HE month of September, 
I well ſhall remember, 
On account of the flames and the fire, 
With which Juliet the nun, 
rull of frolic and fun, 
Sing*d the heart of the am'rous fryer. 


The force of her kiſſes, 
And melting careſſes, 

PH with pleaſure and extacy own ; 
For moit certain it is, 
'That one balmy kiſs 

From her lips, would enliven a ſtone, 


Then be filent, ye fools, 
Who by muſty dall rules, 
Pretend your fierce paſſions to tame; 
For without the bleſt aid, 
Of a kind hearted maid, 
Liſe is nothing but ſorrow and pain, 


SONG XXI. 
A NEW SONG. 28 


OAS T ſ not, miſtaken hearted ſwain, 
B Jo pleaſe my partial eyes; 
The charms that have ſubdu'd my hearts 
Another may deſpiſe. 
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Thy face is to my humour made, 
Another it may fright, 

Perhaps, by ſome fond whim betray'd, 
In odd neſs I delight. 


Vain youth ! to thy confuſion know, 
Tis to my loves excels 

You all your fancied beauties owe, 
Which fades as that grows leſs, 


For your own ſake, if not for mine, 
You ſhould preſerve my hire ; 

Since you, my ſwain, no more will ſhine, 
When I no more admire, 


By me, indeed, you are allow'd 
The wonder of your kind ; 

But be not of my judgement proud, 
Whom love has render'd blind. 


SONG XXII. 


ET others boaſt of this and that, 
Praiſe Lucy's air, and Kitty's chat, 
Or Sally's face fo pritty ; 
Nor Kitty's chat nor Lucy's air, 
Or Sally's beauty can compare, 
You think with Chop-houſe Betty. 


At church, at park, at play, at ball, 

At Ranelagh, or ſweet Vauxhall 
Where beauties roam, have met ye; 

How often have ye ſigh'd and cry'd, 

Your languid charms has oft been try'd, 
Nor dare ye vie with Betty. 
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To tavern tables, well prepar'd, 

Ho oft is mutton chop preferr'd, 

If by ſuch charmer ſet ye; 

And when ſhe waits, * fondly dream, 
Zach ſmile ſome favour means to beam, 
J wards you from pretty Betty. 


But oh! the ſoul delighting bliſs! 
On her ſweet lips to print a kils, 
If ſhe ſhould kindly let ye; 
Ihen your blood rolls in tides of fire, 
' And gentle Jove and ftrong defire, 
Are center'd all in Betty. 
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And when at ſacred honour's call, 

' Expos'd you ſtand to ſword or ball, 
And dangers dread beſet ye; 

E' en then your ſoul ſhall know no fear, 
But whilſt the deadly foe you dare, 
' Think leſs on death than Betty. 


SONG XXIII. 
BELIN DA. By Mr. Lockman, 
! CEE Belinda fair as morning, 
Wich her flying ſteps advance; 
And Diana, like adorning 
'The gay mazes of the dance. 


Her, 
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ch attitude how charming! 
ith what grace ſhe ſwims around, 
14 Sweetly every ſenſe alarming, 

All are in her fetters bound. 


Her inchanting form ſurveying, 
Wea thouſand beauties trace: 
Bands of little Cupids playing, 
Dart new luſtre o'er her face. 2 
To -- Happy 
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Happy who the nymph poſſeſſing, 
On her boſom fondly ſighs; 

Were ſhe mine, how vaſt the bleſſing, 
Kings might envy ſuch a prize. 


SON G XXIV. 
Sung by Miſs Keene. 
E ſhepherds, ye nymphs, and ye ſwains, 
No more chant the ſweet rural lay; 
No more lead the flocks on the plains, 
For lo! my dear love's gone altrav. 
My honeſt and free open heart, 
Unpractis'd in arts to deceive, 
The dictates of love would impart, 
I'd vow and ſhe would believe. 


She was innocent, blith, gay, and young, 
Oh! how ſoft on my breaſt would ſhe lie; 
How oft my ſoft paſſion I've ſung, 
While my flocks were a ſporting hard by. 
Weep, weep, day and night nymph and ſwain, 
Since by fate we are doomed at laſt 
To indulge preſent grief, and in vain 
To think on the happineſs paſt. 


SON G XXV. 


1 give thy hand, fair maid, 
And go to yonder Hazel grove; 
A ſhady thicket there I know, ** 
Where twining woodbines wildly grow, 
Secure and fit for love, 


No prying ſhepherd there can ſee, 


Nor tattling nymph reveal, 
What then may paſs *tween you and me, 
The joys of love ſhould ſecret be; 


Fhoſe raptures let us feel. 


(21 ) 


As free as linnets on the ſpray, 

A graſſy couch our bed; 
There let us kits the noon away, 
Renew the ſport at cloſe of day, 


And laugh at thoſe that's wed. 


SON G XXVI. 
The CHEVAUX DE FRIZE. 
A new Song, on the preſent faſhionable Cars. 
| MN O longer let war be uſurp'd by the men, 


, Nor let them campaign it again and again 

For the ladies have robb'd *em, and now when they 
pleaſe | 

Can fight with their weapons, the Chevaux de Frize. 


No longer its needful to follow commanders, 
To America, Germany, France, or to Flanders, 
Walk but the Mall and each nymph that one ſees, 
Can teach us the uſe of the Chevaux de Frize. 


By the maxim of armies, indeed we muſt own, 
They 've been hitherto us'd as defenſive alone, 
But the ladies, not govern'd by maxims like theſe; 
Both attack and defend with their Chevaux de Frize, 


Beſides in the field, it muſt not be forgot, + 
Theſe warlike machines were fix'd ſtill on the ſpot; 
But the ladies (fo little their practice agrees) Z 

All carry about them their Chevaux de Frize. 


Thus fatally arm'd at all points to annoy ; 

Before or behind, on cach fide they deftroy : 

No ſafe guard in diſtance ; they kill us with eaſe, 
It we dare but to look at their Chevaux de Frize. 
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SONG xxvn. 


MyRTILLA t DamoN. 


HILE Damon whiſtles o'er the plain, 
So happy and ſo gay, 


And thoughtleſs ſings the merrieſt ſtrain, 


While nymphs attend the lay. 


Forgetful of his former care, 
He ſeeks to charm anew ; 

And to ſome happy rival fair, 
Vows ever to be true. 


How can he then mourn pleaſures paſt, 
And fadly ſeem to tell, 


His griefs will ever fondly laſt ; 
Let play the cheat fo well. 


| Could I, like Damon, fickle prove, 


My heart might reſt again; 
But he ſtill laughs at me and love, 
And faſter holds my chain. 


No longer then ye thoughtleſs fair, 

Believe the artful cheat; 

For you alone he ſets the ſnare, F 
And forms it of deceit. * 


Truſt me the tale who beſt can prove, 
By ſad experience wiſe: | 
Each may by turns obtain his love, 
But none can keep the prize. 
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SONG XXVIII. 


The NonPaREIL. Surg at the Public Gardens. 


HE nymph that I lov'd was as bonny and gay, 
And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn 
in May ; 
Her temper was ſmooth, as the downe on the dove, 
And her face was as fair as the mother of love. 


Tho? mild as the pleaſanteſt zephyrs that ſheds, 
And receives gentle odours from violet beds ; 

Yet warm in perfection as Phoebus at noon. 

And as chaſte as the filver white beams of the moon, 


He mind was unſullied as new fallen ſnow ; 

Yet as lovely as tints from young Iris's bow: 

As clear as the ſpring, and as deep as the flood, 
She, tho' witty was wiſe, aud tho? beautiful, good, 


The ſweets that each virtue or grace had in ſtore, 


She cull'd as the bee does the bloom of each flow x 
Which treaſur'd for me, O how happy was I, E 
For, tho? hers to collect, it was mine to enjoy. 


SONG XXIX. 


The Gypſey. Sung by Miſs Hooper, at Sadler's- 
ells. 
S thro” the gay green wood I happen'd to paſs, 
A gypley ſat under the ſhade ; 
Who told me full plain, by the lines of my 
face ; | | 
My doom was to die an old maid, 


Her prophecy fill'd me with grief and diſmay, * 
And pierc'd my poor heart to the quick ; 

Becauſe I had oft heard my grandmother ſay, 
That gypſies convers'd with old Nick. 
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( 24 ) 
For ſerious advice, to the curate I went, 
And told him the cauſe of my tright ; 
Said he, pretty maid, for a While be content, 


And PII alter the caſe before night. 


O then he began with ſuch force and ſuch fire, 
With arguments fo very ſtrong; 
Believe me, ye maidens, the devil's a har, 


And ſo there's an end of my ſong. 


SONG XXX. 


The CoMPLaininc Lover. Suns at Sadier's 
Wells. | 


H Polly thou treaſure, thou joy of my brea{t ! 
A Since I parted from thee I'm a ſtranger to reſt. 
I fly to the grove, thence to Janguiſh and 
mourn, 
There ſigh for my lover and long to return. 
The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay; 
They ſmile all in vain now my Polly's away : 
The fields and the groves can afford me no eaſe, 
But, bring me my Polly, adefart will pleaſe. 


No virgin I fee that my boſom alarms, 


I'm cold to the faireſt, tho? glowing with charms ; 
An vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye, 
Theſe are not the looks of my Polly I cry. 


Thoſe looks, where bright love with the ſun fits 


enthron'd, 
All ſmiling diffuſes its influence around. 
*T wes thus I firſt view'd thee, my charmer amaz'd, 
Gaz'd on thee with wonder, and lov'd while 1 
.gaz'd, 
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But when that my fair one was full in my ſight, 
"T'was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night; 
But now, my hard fortune, remov'd from my tar, 
In ſecret I languitſh, a prey to deſpair : 

3ut abſence torments and abates not my flame, 

My Polly's fill charming, my paſſion the ſame ; 

O would the preſerve me a place in her breaſt, 
Then abſence would pleaſe me and I ſhould be bleſt. 


SONG XXXI. 
PaTTY. Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 


O more of war and war's alarms, 


Of Britons loſs and Blakeney's arms, 
Galiſſoniere and Byng; 


3 
This hour let every noif. y name, 


Be huſt'd as night, while I to fame, 
A laſs ſupenor ſing. 


See yonder arbour's kindly ſhade, 

Where firſt I met the lovely maid, 
Who equal'd all my care; 

The tender kiſs, the melting eye, 

Who equaPd ev'ry tender figh, 
Lo! Patty is not there. 


How oft we round the woodland ſtray'd, 
Cr on the flow'ry meadow play'd, 
While zephirs fan'd the air; 
Theſe painted plains can never ſhew, 
The boundleſs bliſs I mutt forego, 
When Patty 1s not there. 


In vain you talk of Gallia's boaſt, 
Of hoſtile fleets to ſweep our coaſt, 
And drive us to deſpair ; 
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(26) 
No ills Idread, nor hope relief, 


They cannot now allay my grief, 
Since Patty is not there. 


Tis nought to me who rules the ball, 


Who turns great nations into fmall, 
Who public treaſures ſhare ; 

The fall of worlds, or fall of kings, 

To me are empty trifling things, 
When Patty 1s not there, 


But let the maid return again, 
Fil rouſe my native ardour then, 

Nor France nor Spain will ſpare; 
I'll guard this facred tree from harm, 
And for my king and miſtreſs arm, 


When Patty ſhall be there. 


SONG XXXIL 


A Drinking SoNG. Sung at Sadler's Wells. 


Cer fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys, 


Let's have no more female impert'nence and 


noiſe ; 


For I've tri'd the endearments and pleaſures of love, 


And ] find them but nonſenſe and whimſies by Jove. 


When firſt I ſaw Betſy, I made my complaint, 

I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a ſaint ; 
But I found her religion, her face, and her love, 

Were hypocriſy, paint, and ſelf int'reſt by Jove. 


Sweet Cecil came next, with her languiſhing air, 


Her out ſide was orderly, modeſt and fair; 


But her mind was ſophiſtical, ſo was her love, 


For I found ſhe was only a ſtrumpet by Jove. 


Come 
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Come, fill me a bumper then jolly brave boys, 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noiſe ; 
1 know few of the ſex that are worthy my love, 


And for all trumpets and jilts, I abhor them by 


Jove. 


SONG XXXIII. 


A Drinking Soxc, Sung at Sadler's Wells, 


So ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe, 
And money be the miſer's with, 
Poor ſchollars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh. 
Tis wine, pure wine revives the ſoul ; 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 


Let minion: marſhall every hair, 

And in a lover's look delight, 
And artificial colours wear, 

Pure wine 1s native red and white. 
Tis wine, pure wine revives the ſoul, 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, 
And kindneſs flows from cup brimful. 
*Tis wine, pure wine revives the ſoul, 


Therefore give us the charming bowl. 


Some men want youth and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk ; 

Some men want wit, and others wealth, 
But they want nothing that are drunk, 

"Tis wine, pure wine revives the ſoul, 


Therefore give us the charming bowl. 
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SONG XXXIV. 
A DRIN KING Sox. 


9 the bowl we'll laugh and ſing; 
5 Melancholly, hence away : 


Ring, ring, the bowl is empty, 
Fill it landlord, let's be gay. 

Rouſe, ye genial ſons of mirth ! 
Now's the time to baffle care; 

'The* we're mortal now on earth, 
Let us fancy heaven here. 


Happineſs alone purſue ; 
Where is more than dwells in wine? 
Each ſull bumper gives a new 
Pleaſure to the theme divine. 
Why ſhould men with ſorrow pining, 
Loſe a Life of joy and eaſe ? 
When is blits is fill refining, 
In ſublime delights like theſe. 


SONG XXXV. 
The Lock and Key. 
Sung by Mr. Dennis at Sadlers-Wells, 


OOD mother, if you pleaſe, you may 
Place others to obſerve my way; 
Or be your {elf the watchful ſpy, 
And keep me ever in your eye: 
Unleſs the will itſelf refrain, 
The care of others is in vain ; 
And if my felf I do not keep, 
Inftead of watching, you may ſleep, 
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When you forbid what love inſpires, 
Forbidding, you but fan its fires ; 
Reſtraint does appetite enrage, 

And youth may prove too ſtrong for age: 
Then leave me unconfin'd and free, 
With Prudence for my Lock and Key; 
For if myſelf I do not keep, 

Inſtead of watching all may fleep. 


- 


SONG XXXVI 
The PAasRLY BED. 


Sung by Miſs Hooper at Sadlers Wells, 
OUNG Jenny in her fifteenth year, 
Of lovely fize and frolick air, 
Oft thought on what her mammy ſaid, 
Concerning of the Parſly Bed. 


To dandle dollies.on my knee, 
I now am grown too big, cried ſhe, 
Fl have a hve one in their ſtead, 


Or elſe I'll ſpoil the Parſley Bed. 


Away the little triiler ran 

Jo find out Hodge her father's man. 
1 prithee lend me, lad, thy ſpade, 
And F 1 turn up your Parſly Bed. 


She dug away like any Turk, 

But all in vain the Simple work'd; 
At length fatigu'd, the feeble maid 
With tears bedew'd the Parily Bed, 


Nay miſtreſs, nay, ſaid Hodge, dor't cry, 
We've yet another patch to try: = 
And there indeed they better ſped, 

But 1t was not the Parſily Bed, 
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SON G XXXVII. 
The HAPPY Pair. Suns at Sadler's Well's. 
Ubjected to the pow'r of love, 
By Nell's reſiſtleſs charms ; 
The fancy hxt no more can rove, 
Or fly loves ſoft alarms. 


Gay Damon had the {kill to ſhun 
All traps by Cupid laid, 
Untill his freedom was undone, 


By Nell the conquering maid. 


But who can ſtand the force of love, 
When ſhe reſolves to kill ; 

Her ſparkling eyes loves arrows prove, 
And wounds us with our will. 


O happy Damon! happy fair! 


What Cupid has begun, 


| May Faith and Hymen take the care 


To ſee it fairly done. 


SONG XXXVIII. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


3 
The birds full of frolick, and the flocks full of play; 
When earth ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from above, 
And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love: 
My mother cry'd, Nancy, come haſte to the mill, 


If the corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will. 


If the corn be not ground, &c. 


A woman alas ! would be nothing without. 
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The freedom to uſe my tongue, pleas'd me no doubt, 


5 
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went t'ward the mill without any delay, 

And conn'd o'er the words I intended to ſay ; 
But when I came near it, I found it ftock fill, 
Bleſs my ſtars now I cry'd, huff 'em rarely I will. 


The miller to market, that inſtant was gone, 

The work was all left to the care of his ſon; 

Now tho? 1 can ſcold as well as any one can, — 
I thought *twould be wrong to ſcold the young man. 
I ſaid, I am ſurpriſed you can uſe me ſo ill, 
Sir, I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt and I will. 


Sweet maid, cry'd the youth, the neglect is not mine, 
No corn 1n the town Pd grind ſooner than thine, 
There's no one more ready in pleaſing the fair, 


The mill ſhall go merrily round I declare: 


But hark how the birds ſing, and ſee how they i bill, 
Now I muſt have a kiſs firſt, 1 muſt and 1 will.“ 


My corn being done, I OY Po 1 my ways 5 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to fayy, 
Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, | 7-4 
And there ſwore he lov'd me indeed and indeed; 


And that he'd be conſtant and true to me ftill, 7 7 


So ſince that I've lik'd him, and like 5 1 ile t 


* 
ti 


I often ſay mother, the miller III huff, 


She laughs, and cries, go girl, aye plague 13 55 
And ſcarce a day * but Ker. deſire, . 8 

I ſteal a ſly kiſs from the youth I admire. 5 
If wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh I'II fullfill, 2 
And PU anfiver oh yes, with a  heary prod wil, 12% 5 
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il! 

BY! SONG XXXIX. 

Till NuUMBERLESS KISSES. 

ll | i Sung by Mr. Lowe at VAUXHALL» 
| | | EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
4 mit \ 


For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
But why in the midſt of my bliſſes, 

Do you ask me how many I'd have? 
Tm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 

Then prithee dear Chloe be kind; 
For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'Il ne'er he confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields, 
Count the flock that on Tempe are ſtraying, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given 
J ſtill ſhall be asking for more. 


Iv a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 

In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine. 

What joy can be greater than this is, 
My life on thy Tips ſhall be ſpent, 


? 


5 But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 


Will always with few be content. 
| SONG XL. 


Ot 


__ q Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at Vauxhall. FE 
ns twelvemonth a-go, nay perhaps they are 


If you lov'd but half as Ido, 


( 33) 


And would tempt me to walk the gay meadows 
along, 

To hear a ſoft tale or to ſing him a ſong. 

What at firſt was but friendſhip, ſoon grew to a 
flame, 

In my heart it was love, in the youth *twas the ſame; 

From each other we ſought not our paſſion to hide, 

But who ſhould love moſt, was our conteſt and pride. 


But prudence ſoon wWhiſper'd us, © love not too well, 
For envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell ; 
And a flame without fortunes rich gifts on its fide, 
The grave ones will ſcorn and a mother mult chide. 


Afraid of rebuke, he his viſits forbore, 

And we promis'd to think of each other, no more, 
But to tarry with patience, a ſeaſon more kind, 
So put the dear ſhepherd quite out of my mind, 


But love breaks the fences I vainly had made, 

Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be repaid ; ' 
If ye figh for each other, ah! quit not your care 
Condemn the god Cupid, but bleſs the fond pair. | 


$ONG-XH. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon at Vauxhall. 


HY my ſwain, fo blythe and clever, 
Do you leave me all in ſorro :?:? 
Three whole days are gone forever, 1 
Since you ſaid you'd come to morr ow. 


You'd been here with looks fo bonn, 
Love has flying wings, I well Known... 


Not for ling” ring lazy Johnny. 1 
What can he be now a doing! ? 15:54 154 $RJ ; 

-b he with the laſſes maying ? . 
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He had better here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 

Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow ; 

If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me fo tomorrow. 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee ? 
Let her be the happy creature ; 


Fl not plague myſelf to chide thee, 


Nor diſpute with her a feature. 
But I can no longer tarry, 


Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow ; 


J may loſe the time to marry, 


If I reach beyond tomorrow. 


Think not Shepherd, thus to brave me, 
If 'm yours, away no longer, 
If you won't, another Il have me, 


I may cool, but not grow fonder. 
If your lovers, girls, forſake you, 
Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow 


Bleſt another lad may make ye, 
Stay for none beyond tomorrow. 


SONG XLII. 


The Happy BACCHANALIAN, 


F ILL your glaſſes, baniſh 
Laugh and worldly cares deſpite ; 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
Joy from drinking will ariſe. 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 


grief, 


Change what nature made ſo fair? 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 


Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


4 


Some 


ne 


( 35) 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire; 

Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my deſire. 

What the world can more preſent, 

Will not add to my content ; 

Drink, and fet your minds at reſt, 

Quiet of mind is always beſt, 


Buſy brains, we know, alas ! 
With 1maginations run 
Like ſand in the hour glaſs ; 
Turn'd and turn'd, and ſtill runs on. 
Never knowing when to ſtay, 
But uneaſy every way; 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt. 


* 
Mirth, when mingled without wine, 

Makes the heart alert and free; 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 

Still the ſame thing *tis with me. 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait; 

Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


ö SONG XLIII. 
New Song in Honour of the King F Pruſſia. 
Ouſe Britons, rouſe, and face the foe, 
Support your Royal Brave Allie; 
His ardor imitate, and throw: 


Deſtruction on their perſidy. 5 8 


Cnonxvs 
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* 
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CHORUS. 


Tune, tune your notes to chearful ſtrains, 
Ye lovely nymphs and jolly ſwains, 

With joyful hearts, we'll gladly fing, 
Long live the brave, the Pruilian King. 


Let Poctiers, Creſſy's battles ſpur 
Thy ſleeping valour into fame: 
Convince the French without demur, 
You've caught a ſpark of Frederick's flame. 


CHORUS. 
Tune, tune your notes, &c. 


i. — erent - mg 


O may ſucceſs on him attend, 
Who does ſo well defend his cauſe 
Join Britons, join your noble friend; 
Firſt beat the French, then give them laws. 


— — —— 
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CHORUS. 


Tune, tune your notes to chearful ſtrains. 
Ye lovely nymphs and jolly ſwains, 

With joyful hearts we'll gladly ſing, 
Long hve the dure the Pruſſian Kings 
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SONG XILIV. 
The King of Pruſſia's March, 
HAT honours are to Fredrick due, 
The Pruſſian's matchleſs king, 
And his immortal glories too, 
Who can forbear to ſing. 
To ſhate his crown with hatred keen, 
Four ſovereigns had agreed, 
The Gallic king, Hungary's queen, 
The ſavage Ruſs and Sweed. 285 
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The princes of the Empire came 
To aid the baſe deſign; 

Thro' terror of th' Imperial name, 
Unwilling aid they join. 

Tho' num'rous hoſts of foes ſurround 
His juſt, but envy'd throne, 

Undaunted he maintains his ground, 
And truſts in heav'n alone. 


He met, he fought them, and o'er threw 3 
Whole armies wear his chain : 

Time never ſuch an hero knew, 
Nor never will again. 

Daun's laurels wither on his head; 
Lorrain drink on and die; 

Soubiſe and Hilbourghauſen dread 
Your fate again to fly. 


Th' Hungarian queen now feels the ſmart 
Of perjury and pride; 

Her haughty and malicious heart, 
No more ſhall oaths deride. 

Great Prince, ſuſtain thy noble mind ! 
Should ſtill new armaes riſe, 

Their fury is by heaven deſign'd, 
To ſwell thy victories. 


SONG XLV. 
NUPT:IAL SON G. 
OW Hymen lights the torch of love, 
Vour happy ſtate's began; 


And Heav'n alone your choice : approves, 
Fe you the happy man. 


Cheriſh your blooming bride each day 
| With love celeſtial pure: 


E ; All 
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All earthly beauties fade, decay, 
But heav'nly minds endure, 


Sweet peace and concord bleſs the pair, 
By providence made one; 
All harmony be center'd here, 
Nor diſcord ever known. 


May ye prove fruitful as the vine, 
| Be bleſt with hopeful heirs, 

ll; To comfort you in lifes decline, 
WI! And talleviate your cares. 


i Live you their num'rous race to ſee, 
0 Moſt dutiful and wiſe, 
110 Grow up to full maturity, 


| With them and theirs rejoice. 


| In perfect health be found 
| Sounding your great Creators praiſe, 


| 
| f May plenty bleſs your lateſt days ; 
1 

|. Till with his glory crown'd. 
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$1108 SONG XIVI 

10 The Ros z. Sung at the Dublin Theatre. 
Ti T> Aireſt of the female kind, 

10 Of worth poſſeſt and beauty join d., 

? bj | Forgive the Bard, who rudely fings * 

1 0 A ſubject worthy Phæbus's ſtrings. 

$1: 

\ U i Amongſt a bed of daiſeys py'd 

1 | As once I wander'd, I eſpy'd 

| Vit! | A roſe, ſweet flower, worthy fame, 

| | | So like my deareſt fair ones name, 1 
wk A while 
10 
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A while I gaz'd, but ſoon its head 
I pluck'd from of its dainty bed; 
Some time it too my lips I preſs'd, 
Then bid it grace my Roſe's breaſt, 


| Thrice happy flow'r, doom'd to blow 


whale 


Under that breaft more white than ſnow ; 


; And there beneath thoſe eyes to live, 
+ Which death alone to others give. 


SONG XLVII. 


favourite SONG, 


| WII am'rous bards in raptures ſing 


The charms of Kitty Fell, 
And ſay that lovely blooming ſpring, 
For ſweetneſs can't excell : 
Yet was ſhe bright as yonder ſun 
With beamy rays, what then ? 
Her boaſted beauty 's far out done 
By Sally and by Pen. | 


Laſt Whitſun eve, upon the green, 
The faireſt nymps were met; 

No lovelier fight was ever ſeen, 
They fill my fancy yet: 

But for to ſpeak the truth, I ſwear, 
There was not one in ten 

For native beauty could compare, 


With Sally or with Pen. 


Ye ſwains who rove from fair to fair, 
This admonition take, 

With cautious eyes ſurvey the pair, 
Their chains are hard to break. 


E 2 In 


( 40 ) 

In vain for freedom's loſs you'll try, 
It can't be had again; 

For who can &er attempt to fly 
From Sally or from Pen, 


SONG XLVII. 
Sung by Mis Hooper at Sadlers Wells. 
wW HEN Colin firſt laid a briſk ſiege to my heart, 


To deceive me with words was his plan, 
And he thought to ſubdue each nature with 
art ; | 

O vain inſignificant man 


With inſolent ſcorn, I oft bid him depart 
To the Spaniards, the Turks or Japan 

You'll find Sir my Nature's too much for your art, 
Betroth me as ſoon as you can. 


While love and fierce paſſion ſtill lurks in the rear, 
Fair modeſty keeps in the van ; 

No woman was ever what ſhe would appear, 
And rarely unmaſkt to a man. 


"Tis darkneſs brings all our beauties to light, 
Whole gloom ſerves inſtead of a fan: 

When ſweet inclination aids virtue, good night, 
And woman ſtill proves the beſt man. 


SONG XLIX. 
PHyLLIs. By Mr, Lockman. 


EE where Phyllis ever ſprightly, 
) Trips it on the daſied green; 
The kindred graces 
Direct her paces, 
As wood nymph lightly, 
Such a bcœauty ne'er was ſeen, 
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To deck her wreaths of pinks and lili es, 
Fond I rove in yonder plains, 
Where bands advancing, 
And gaily dancing, 
My artleſs Phyllis 


Choſe me from among the ſwains. 


Hence fierce jealous pangs ariſing, 
Rivals aim'd at me a dart : 
Zut ſhe ſo charms me, 
Nought alarms me ; 


And them deſpiſing, 


Take they the world ſo I've her heart. 


ON 
HELLENA and POLLY.” 
Sung by Mis Hooper. 


ELLENA with affecting mien, 
Fries all the power of art; 
Yet finds her efforts all in vain, 
To gain a ſingle heart. 


Hellena's haughty air deſtroys 
What native charms inſpire ; ; 
While Polley's artleſs ſhining eyes, 

Sets all the world on fire. 


Hellena may our pity move, 
But Polly gives us pain, 

And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 
Her ſiſter frowns in vain. 


E. z 


SONG. 


642) 
SONG LL 


The Reely. Sung by Miſs Hooper. 
il 'N vain, fond youth, thy tears give o'er, 
; 'i What more alas! can Flavia do ? 
10 Thy truth 1 own, thy fate deplore, 
All thoſe are happy that are true. 


{| Suppreſs thoſe ſighs and weep no more; 


But if revenge can eaſe my pain, 


| 
| 
| 
$0 Should heav'n and earth with thee combine, 
ere all in vain; ſince any power 
| Wl | To crown thy love, muſt alter mine. 
1100 | 
li: 
11 | 


p þ 1 Pl ſooth the ills I cannot cure, 
1 | ' Tl that I drag a hopeleſs chain, 
. And all that Iinflict, endure, 


10 SONG LN. 
1600 : The GOLDFINCH Zo CHLOE. 
1 ll HILST to the diſtant vale I wing, 
1 | | Nor wait the flow return of ſpring ;: 

| Rather in leaffeſs groves to dwell, 
ö | Than in my Chloe's warmer cell. 

E ve me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 

i 


I firſt was taugh ſweet liberty, dear liberty. 


There round me, when the feathered choir 
WW! Attentive liſten and admire ; 
I'll tell upon the topmoſt ſpray, 
Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in priſon, learn'd from thee 


9 

i ll 'To warble forth ſweet liberty. 
| 
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But in return for all thy care, 

May Thyrſis ſoon the lofs repair; 
Like me in gaudy liv'ry dreſt, 

To Chloe be a welcome gueſt, 
With deep attention dwell on thee, 
And loſe his own ſweet liberty. 


SONG III. 


The Pos1Tive FalR. 
Sung by Miſs Thomas at Marybone Gardens. 


ELL, if I continue but in the ſame mind, 
I never ſhall wed I proteſt, 
There's ſomething ſo ſhocking in all the 
male kind, 


That bad my thoughts picturꝰd the beſt. 


The nymphs would perſuade, and talk till they vex, 
Love's {ure to catch youth in the prime 

Why if one muſt once like the oppoſite ſex, 
I think ſeventeen the right time, 


They tell it as ſtrange, I ſhould be fo annoy'd 
At men who were meant for our good ; 


But what's in one's nature we cannot avoid, 
Pd be in the mode if I cou'd. 


The ſhepherds all wonder that from them I fly, 
If ſeen o'er the plain as I go: 

Why {till let them wonder at diſtance, ſay I, 
The men ſhould be always kept fo. 


Young Collin declares my averſion's a joke, 
And thinks in my heart to ſucceed ; 

For woman, he ſays, never thought as ſhe ſpoke z, 
He's mighty obliging indeed. | 


He 
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He caught me juſt now, and it came in his head 


To kiſs me, but from him I tore; 
Yet really believe had he done as he ſaid, 
He could not have frighten'd me more. 


I hope that ſuch freedoms he'll ne'er again uſe, 


My fixt reſolution to try ; 
For oh! I'm certain I ſhall not refuſe, 
I mean that I ſhall not comply. 


SONG IIV. 
The Lover and the Friend. 


Oo Thou for whom my lyre I ſtring, 


Of whom | daily ſpeak and ſing ; 
Thou conſtant object of my joys, 
Whoſe ſweetneſs ev'ry wiſh employs : 
"Thou deareſt of thy ſex attend, 

And hear the lover and the friend. 


Fear not the poets flatt'ring ſtrain, 
No idle praiſe my verſe ſhall ſtain ; 
The lovely numbers ſhall impart, 


The faithful dictates of my heart, 


Nor humble modeſty offend, 
To join the lover and the friend. 


Whole years I ſtrove againſt the flame, 
And ſuffered ills that wants a name, 
Yet ſtill the painful ſecret kept, 

And to my ſelf in ſilence wept, 

Till grown unable to contend, 

I own'd the lover and the friend. 


Sick with deſpair and mad with pain, 


1 ſeek for happineſs in vain 3 


Then 


(45) 


Then lovely maid, to thee I cry, 
Heal me with kindneſs, or I die; 
Or force your heart a ſigh to ſend, 
'To mourn the lover and the friend. 


{ ſaw that fill your gen'rous heart 

In all my ſorrows bore a part; 

Yet while your eyes with pity flow'd, 
No words of hope your tongue beſtow'd ; 
But mildly bad me ceaſe to blend 
The name of lover with the friend. 


In vain alas! in vain J ſtrive 

To keep a dying hope alive. 

This laſt ſad remedy remains, 

"Tis abſence that muſt cure my pains. 
Thy image from my boſom rend, 
And tear the lover from the friend. 


Vain thought ! tho? ſeas between us roll, 
Thy love is rooted in my ſoal : 

The vital blood that warms my heart 
With thy idea, muſt we part ! 

And ev*ry hour that life ſhall lend, 
Increaſe the lover and the friend. 


SONG LV. 


The RE SOLUTION. A new Song. | 
OW giddy is youth, yet above all advice! 


You counſel and counſel in vain ; 


I've try'd what 1s wedlock, and like it ſo well, 


That Ill never be married again, 


The ſpouſe that I pitch'd on was comely 
And ſweet as the flow'rs of the plain; 


She was wiſe, as they tell me, perhaps it might 


But I ne'er will be married again. 


and young. 
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I faw the poor creature laid deep in her grave, 
My tears they came pouring like rain 


But as ſun ſhine, you know, will foul weather 
ſucceed, 


So I quickly recover'd again. 


Like Caſtles of fairies it ſeems to my ſight, 
And fancy indulges the whim ; 

But alas! when you try it, 'tis all a meer cheat, 
And the ſame dull tale over again, 


SONG LVL 


The fawourite Hymn of Eve. 


| H chearful along the gay mead 


The daifies and cowſlips appear ! 
The flock as they careleſsly feed, 
Rejoice 1n the ſpring of the year. 
The myrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs, 
The herbage that ſprings from the ſod ; 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits and ſweet flow'rs, 
All raiſe to the praiſe of my God, 


Shall man the great maſter of all, 
The only inſenfible prove? 


Forbid it fair gratitude's call! 


Forbid devotion and love ! 
Thee, lord, who ſuch wonders coulduraiſe, 
And fill can deſtroy with a nod; 
ly lips ſhall inceſſantly praiſe, 
My ſoul ſhall be wrapt in my God. 


5 * 


SONG 
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SONG LVII. 


BerinDaA. A new Song. 
ELINDA, ſee from yonder flow'rs, 

The Bee flies loaded to its cell; 
Can you perceive what it devours ? 

Are they impair'd in ſhow or ſmell ? 


So, though I rob you of a kiſs, 
Sweeter than their ambroſial dew ; 
Why are you angry at my bliſs ? 
Has it at all impoverifh'd you? 


"Tis by this cunning I contrive, 
In ſpite of your unkind reſerve, 
To keep my famiſh'd hope alive, 
Which inhumanity would ſtarve, 


MounTacue WALK. Sung by Miſs Hooper, 


E circles of the fair and brave, 
| Who to Black-heath repair, 
Who noiſe, and duſt, and buſineſs leave, 
To breathe untainted air; 
Lo! here's a walk which when you view ! 
You'll love the ſun and Mountague, 


The lark, in notes of early morn, 
The thruſh and linnet ſweet, 
The nightingale, with breaſt on thorn, 
In warbling conſort meet ; 
And o'er this walk their ſtrains renew, 
To praiſe the fun and Mountague. 


Let courtiers bleſs St. James's rays, 


The drawing room and ball, | 
Let 
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Let Bells and beaux at playhouſe gaze, 
Or gaily trip the mall, 
Court, plays, and mall, farewell to you, 
FI to the ſun and Mountague. 


SONG LIX. 


PL ATO's Anvice. 


8 S Plato, why ſhould men be vain! 
x > Since bounteous heaven has made him great; 
Why does he look with ſuch diſdain, 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ? 
Can coſtly robes or beds of down, 
And all the gems that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a crown, 
Give health or eaſe the brow of care ? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd ſlave, 
The humble and the haughty die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction he. 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore ; 
Their wealth and glory is bereft, 
And all their honour is no more. 


So flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train, 
When ſhot, *tis gone; its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 
So 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls, 
Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay ; 
Lets crown our joy with flowing bowls, 
When Jove he calls we muſt away. 


eat; 


ON. 


649) 
SONG LX. 


To CELIA. 


O Celia's praiſe my muſe ſhall ſing, 
While all the nine inſpire ; | 


And they their kind aſſiſtance bring, 


To raiſe the poets fire. 


Rous'd by thy charms, my voice I'll raiſe, 


And eccho thro? the woods ; 
The woods ſhall eccho Celia's praiſe 
Acroſs the ſwelling floods. 


If Celia treads the flow'ry meads 
Amidſt the cooling day ; 

The lillies hang their drooping heads, 
And roſes die away. 


Or, if ſhe in the Mall appear, 
Then all the fair and gay, 
Fade like the luſtre of the ſtars 

At the approach of day. 


* 


Her eyes, which ſend their darts all round, 
And ſparkle as the fire; 

Each nin ſhall feel the 1ercing wound. 
And kindle with deſird 


Her features all divine appear; 
Cheeks, like the bluſhing roſe | 

Her ivory neck and breaſt as clear 
And white as winter ſnows. 


Her limbs and ſhape with graceful eaſe, 


Each part ſets off the whole; 
Sure ſhe Was made alone to pleaſe, 
And captivate the ſoul. 
r 


650) 
She ſmiles, ten thouſand arrows fly, 
And pierce my tender breaſt, 
I, at her feet ſubmiſſive lie, 
And wait my lite or death. 


Grant but my ſuit, my charming fair, 
And all my griefs remove ; 

My breaſt is calm, ſerene as air, 
When thou accepts my love. 


Why pauſe ſo long! why muſe my dove! 
Nor grant a ſwift reply ; 

All's racks and tortures, till my love 
Shall with my flame comply. 


If Celia kind accepts her ſwain, 
I to her arms will fly; 

For e' er adore that precious name 
Nor quit her till I die. 


SONG IXI. 


A BALLAPD for the year 1758. 


AST year all the cry 
4 Was that taxes ran high, 
And the revenue ſunk hy foul play; 
That our fleets were defeated, 
Our armies ill treated, 
And commerce quite gone to decay. 


Portmahone we had loft, 
And our fleets on the coaſt 

Paraded, but dare not attack ; 
That they went with a ſhow 
Of a terrible blow, 


But return'd moſt ingloriouſly back. 
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For the ſcourge of our foes 
A Pitt then aroſe, 
Th'aſſerter of liberty's cauſe ; 
Corruption then fled, 
Nor could vice ſhew her head, 
For virtue was guarded by laws. 


The trumpet of fame, 
Then founded the name 
Of Howe; to Gallia he paſt, 
And bid her prepare 
Such a clarion to hear, 


That the bulwarks ſhould ſhake at che blaſt, 


Nor warn'd ſhe in vain, 
For France once again 
Felt the force of a maritime pow'r; 
Britiſh hearts were employ'd, 
French ſtrength was deſtroy'd, 
And her conqueſts were talk'd of no more. 


Boſcawen went forth, 
And far in the North 
Spread the glories of Britain's fair iſle ; 
Old Neptune and Mars 
Grant ſucceſs to the 'Tars, 
And the heavens propitioufly ſmile, 


Cape Britons our own, 
Frontenac is o'erthrone, 

And Senegal gloriouſly won ; 
Commerce lends us its aid, 
And now flouriſhes trade. 

Whilſt that of our foes is undone, 


No more we complain 


We are ſlaves, to maintain 
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Troops uſeleſs, and ſhips unemploy'd ; 
Heart and hand we combine, 
With our leader's to join, 

Till our enemies all are deſtroy'd. 


May our forces abroad 
Still continue a rod, 
To ſcourge lawleſs ambition and pride; 
| And may patriot zeal 
For our country's weal, 
| At home 1n our councils preſide. 


Then let each honeſt heart, 
Before we depart, 

Fill a glaſs to the toaſt I propoſe ; 
May the fifty and nine 

| With the laſt year combine, 
To humble the pride of our foes. 


i 


SONG  LXIL 
Js New SONG. 
A the ſhepherds and nymphs of the grove, 
(© Condemn me for dropping a tear : 


Or lamenting aloud as I rove, 
| vince Suſan no longer is here, 


| 


My flocks if at random they ſtray, 

What wonder ſince ſhe's from the plain; 
Her hand they were wont to obey, 

She rul'd both the theep and. the ſwain. 


SONG 


* 
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SONG LXIII. 


BLACK EY E'p Su. 


—— > 2<- 


1 
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Sung at Sadlers Wells. 


Ixteen years old was black ey'd Sue, 
A plump and buxom jade, 
Ot mettle full from top to toe, 
And yet ſhe was a maid. 


be ae c ode: +. no 
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Young Roger met her all alone, 
As thro' the fields ſhe paſt, 
And longing for a piece of fun, J 
He laid her on the graſs. | Al 
Her heaving boſom firſt he felt, 
What 'tis to know a man ol 
Dear Roger then dont be afraid, 4 
But kiſs me if you can. 


1 will, he cry'd, with all my heart, 
With that he kiſs'd her o'er, 
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But when ſhe found the pleaſing ſmart, a 
She cry'd encore, encore. 1 
i 


SONG LXIV. 


HAT ſadneſs reigns over the plain, 
How droops the ſweet flowers around; 
How penſive each nymph and each ſwain, 5 
How ſilent each mulical ſound. 


Ae 
* * m 


No more the ſoft lute in the bow'rs, 
Beguile the blith ev'nings away; 
But ſad ſighs meaſure out the long hours, 

Since Daman has wander'd away. 


F 3 | Ohe 
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Oh ! he was our village's pride, 
This change from his abſence is ſeen, 
”] was he that our muſic ſupply'd, 
Whea we merrily danc'd on the green. 


At the ſhearing, the wake, or the fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we; 

But now every feaſt in the year, 
Is as joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 


Ah! why did he wander away; 
"Tis the war that has call'd him to arms, 
For weeping, he cry'd, who can ſtay, 
When his country reſounds with alarms. 


Yet ſure he at home ſhould have ſtaid, 
And left to rough ſoldiers the war: 
He only for love could be made, 
Who was lovely beyond all compare. 


Where'er the adventurer goes, 
On the land or the dangerous main, 
Kind heaven protect him from woes, 
And ſend him to Celia again, 


O give him to Celia again, 

To his true love my ſhepherd reſtore ; 
On his boſom I'll ceaſe to complain, 

From my arms he ſhall wander no more, 


SONG LXY. 
W in the grove Timandra walks, 


And ſweetly ſmiles, or fondly talks, 


A thouſand arrows round her fly, 
A thouſand ſwains unheeded die. | 


4 


But when ſhe labours to be ſeen, 
With her enchanting air and mien, 
From ſo much beauty, ſo much-art, 
What mortal can ſecure his heart. 


SONG LXVI. 


Ithout thinking on't I gain'd Thyrſis's heart, 
As one ev'ning we danc'd on the lee; 


Without thinking on't, the youth on his 


part, 
Alas! made a conqueſt of me. 


Then Cupid take care of this tickliſh affair, 
Nor leave poor Paſtora in thrall, 

L eſt the ſwain ſhould forget, and break off as we met, 
Without thinking of it all. 


SONG LXVII. 


Ithout diſguiſe or coquet's art, 
Dear Polly's form'd to pleaſe: 
Whilſt I in gazing loſt my heart, 
My ſoft repoſe and caſe. 


In balmy Numbers oft by night, 
The gentle maid appears, 

And like a Syren ſhows her might, 
Io charm botheyes and ears. 


Each pleaſing look from Polly's eye, 

| Can calm my raging breaſt ; 

But if ſhe frowns, which way can I 
Expect to be at reſt? | 


The Goddeſles, by poets feign'd, 
To be ſo wond'rous fair, 
Neither in beauty, or in wit, 


To Polly can compare. 
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They tell us once that Jove fo wiſe, 
To viſit maidens came ; 

To taſte ſoft joys, and feaſt his eyes, 
Or quench his am'rous flame; 


But ſhould he dare attempt that feat, 
Or look on Polly's charms, 

In hopes, he'd quit his reſtleſs ſeat, 
To revel in her arms. 


Or, ſhould he try the ſtratagems, 
He us'd to do of old, 

And take upon himſelf the ſhape, 
As once he did, of gold ; 


Her virtue could withſtand his pow'r, 
And by a frown or nod, . 

Would ſhew ſhe ſcorn'd the glittering ore, 
And dare deny the God. 


SONG LXVIII. 
A Song to CELIA. 
OW bleſt am I thy face to view, 
My lovely deareſt maid ; 
Beauty her throne has fixt in you, 
With every grace array'd. 


Pm joy'd thy magic voice to hear; 
Tojoin my lips with thine, 

Is heav'nly extaſy, I ſwear, 
Is rapture all divine, 


Was I with lovely Celiæ bleſs'd, 
By ev'ry power I ſwear, 


Of heaven I ſhould be poſſeſt, 
And free from ev'ry care. 


G harn firſt to drin 


4 
SONG LXIX. 
& GO —ö!ÜC ‚ T 
| REC1ITATIVE. 
M“kE eve beſide a ſilver ſtream, 
I voung Damon lay reclin'd ; 
With all her graces Venus came, 
In viſion to his mind. 
When thus a lovely nymph began the ſong, 
Vhile eccho ſeem'd to waft the ſtrain along. 
| SON G. 
To beauty ev'ry hour devote, 
Oh! youth —be happy and be gay, 
Thy bliſs ſhall make each pain remote, 
And Cupid all thy toil repay. 
\ thouſand cares their pains impart, 
And cloud the preſent mirthful ſcene, 
at endleſs joys enchant the heart, 
While love and beauty only reign. 
SECOND RECITATIVE. 
'hile o'er his wand'ring fancy thus, 
he God of ſleep his powers diffuſe ; 
nother form, behold ! aroſe, 
eliever true of human woes ; 
is tun—his glaſs—his looks divine, 
|l—all—confeſs the God of Wine. 
| AIR. 
he charms of Love, ſays he, beware, 
Lort the bliſs but long the care; 
auty's gone when ſcarce poſſeſt, 
is all a bubble—— all a jeſt. 
re the laſting pleaſures lye; 
ere behold a real joy; 
is thus we pals our time above; 
and then to love. 
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SONG LXX. 


IS bumpers lull all cares to reſt; 
"Tis bumpers make misfortunes ſweet, 
Tis bumpers cure the wounded breaſt, 
And bumpers make all fouls compleat. 


We'll drink to all out friends we know, 
We'll drink to all in grief and forrow ; 
We'll drink to all we love below, 
For bumpers make to-day to-morrow. 


We'll drink to ev'ry honeſt ſoul, 
Who from his word would never fly, 
That loves his friend, that loves his bowl, 
And who for him would freely die. 


For bumpers gain the brave ſucceſs ; 
And bumpers make true virtue ſhine, 
*Tis bumpers gain our miſtreſs, 


And bumpers make all ſouls ſublime. 


*Tis bumpers make the poor man rich; 
And bumpers make us free from care, 

"Tis bumpers make us that we wiſh, 
And bumpers make us what we are. 


SONG LXXI. 


The SHzPHERD's WEDDING, 


Am1NnTOR. 
ASTORA's come, with myrtles crown'd, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's ſide, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's fide ; 
The ſun in his extenſive round, 
Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweet, fo fair a bride, 
Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bride. 
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PAS TORA. 
If to be true is ſweet and fair, 
Paſtora with Lucinda vies, 
Paſtora, Oc. 
And ſweeter ſhe than 1s the air, 
That fleets beneath Arabian ſkies, 
That fleets, Oc. 
AulN Ton. 


The fields and groves, each hill and vale, 
Have witneſs'd to my faithful vow, 
Have witneſs'd, c. 

Long had I ſigh'd my am'rous tale, 
But ev'ry care's requited now, 

But ev'ry, c. 
Pas TORA. 

Without a bluſh I here repeat, 

What to the nymphs I told before, 
What to the nymphs, e. 

For thee my tender heart does beat, 
Poſſeſt of thee I ask no more, 
Poſſeſt of thee, &c. 


AMINTOR, 

Thus with this wreathe I crown thy brows, 
And with this 1s kiſs my love I ſeal, 
And with this kiſs, c. 

And may I when I break my vows. 

The pangs of tortur'd lovers feel, 
The pangs, Oc. 
PASTORA. 


Should J, ungrateful to my ſwain, 
Afflict him with domeſtic ftrife, 
Afflict him &c. 

May I be driven from the plain 
By ev'ry virtuous maid and wife, 
By ev'ry c. 
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SONG LXXII. 
The DusT-CarT. 4 fawourite Cantata. 


S tink'ring Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 
In duſt- cart high advanc'd, the nymph was plac'd, 


With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt. 


Tom with upliſted hands th' occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, the maid addreſt. 


AIR. 


O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts. 
You take up duſt and ſteal our hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 
Give me my heart you ſtole again. 
Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
Give me my heart you ſtole again. 


'RECITATIVE. 


Sylvia, advanced above the rabble-rout, 

Exulting rolPd her ſparkling eyes about ; 

She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdaid on little folks below : 

To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drew on, 

And then reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John, 


AIX. 


Shall I, who ride above the reft, 

Be by a paltry croud oppreſt ; 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 
The youths ſhall languiſh and admire : 
And ev'ry girl with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my aus cart. 
And ev'ry, &c. © 
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SONG LXXII. | 
Bacchus God of WIE. b 
ACCHUS thou merry god of wine, 
Behold thy ſupplicants ſupine, 
Imploring for a freth recruit 
Of grapes, that moſt delicious fruit. 


Each night we conſecrate to thee; 4 
Libations prove our loyalty; 1 
Like ſons of Bacchus never ſhrink, il 
Put to exceſs reſolve to drink. | 
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When 801 his orient beams diſplay, 
We topers are inform'd *tis day; 


Then all depart, when night appears, 
We meet again to drown our fears. 


Thus BRITONS ſpend a life of joy, 4 
No cares our pleaſures can annoy, 4 
For wine expells what ſeems amils, 41 
Such great felicity's in“ this, 1 


1 
* Drinking 
1 


SONG LIM. 
The Banks of the DEF. 


RU bliſs in retirement can only be found; 

In vain we ſhall ſeek it in pleaſures dull round, 
The truth of this maxim Philander could fee, 
When the vo'try of Cupid and modiſhly free: 


| He often reſolv'd to retire from the crowd, 4 


Quite pall'd with its pleaſures ſo empty and loud; 
And oft he relaps'd thro” a whim to be free, 
But at laſt was reform'd by the banks of the Dee. 


RY G From 
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From noiſe and falſe pleaſures, he quickly withdrew, 
To taſte of the ſolid, the laſting and true : 
Grew fond of retirement, nor car*d but for three, 


A friend, and a book, and the banks of the Dee. 


His fortune was eaſy, his manner polite, 

He read a great deal, and at times he could write; 
Unmov'd by ambition, contented and free, 

He often ſung thus on the banks of the Dee, 


* The monarch ſtill jealous of plots and deſigns, 
Who ſighs at his heart while in ſplendor he ſhines, 
With pity J trace through the irkſom Levee, 
And bleſs my kind ſtars for the banks of the Dee. 


The miſer, how wretched ! amidſt all his ſtore, 

What he has, he can't taſte, yet he ſighs to have 
more; 

While I with alittle am happy and free, 

In a pleaſing retreat on the banks of the Dee. 


Let Tom, without paſhon, ſtill ſigh for the fair, 
Affect their loft manner, and mimick their air, 
Supply them with ſcandal o'er Green and Bohea, 
Give me a retreat on the banks of the Dee. 


No duns to moleſt me, no cares to harraſs, 
In a pleaſing ſucceſſion the moments will paſs ; 
At peace with the world, contented and free, 


I'll hve and I'll die on the banks of the Dee. 
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SONG LN. 
A Song for three Voices. 
RITANNIA's ſons rejoice, 


To George exalt your voice, 
God fave the king. 
In whoſe auſpicious reign 
Cape Breton we regain, 
And in recording ſtrain, 


Victory ſing. 


Amherſt and Boſcawen, 
With all their Britiſh men, 
Like Heroes ſhone ; 
Thanks be to patriot Pitt, 

Whoſe penetrating wit 
And wiſdom, judg'd it fit 
To ſet them on. 


O grant thus nobly won, 


in 
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That never Cape Breton 
Again may fall; 


May Britiſh bands protect, 


While Britiſh hearts direct, 


And Gallic ſchemes detect, 
God ſave us all. 


SONG LXXVI. 


A Drinking Song, /rom a Collection at Berlin. 


| 1 Euler go meaſure the ſun, 


G 


His knowledge muſt truckle to mine; 


I meaſure the ſize of my tun, 
And I know it in bottles of wine, 
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Let Meyer cnop logic for nought, 
A ſyllogiſt is but an aſs, 

While I without wa ing a thought, 
Can infer from the bottle, the laſs. 


Let Haller miſpend half his time, 

O'er moſs, weeds and rubbiſh to pour, 
I only ſeek out for a rhime, 

As himſelf wiſer once did before. 


Let Bodmer his inference draw, 
Ard ftourly with caluiits fight; 
He might as well ballance'a ſtraw, 

He will never put folly to flight. 


And in ages to come,, tho? they cry, 
Such men when again ſhail we ſce; 
When I am forgot, what care I, 
What are ages to come pray to me ? 


SONG LXXVII. 


The INCONSTANT SWAIN. 


ENEATEH this grove, this ſilent ſhade, 


B Come Damon to thy gentle maid; 
What other nymph would love like me; ; 
But oh! thou 'rt all inconſtancy. 


You us'd to talk of love and bliſs, 
And often ſigh'd my lips to kiſs; 
But roving now in fweeter glee, 
For thou art all inconſtancy. 


Here fragrant flow'rs ſwectly ſpring, 
The feather'd choir in concert ſing, 
Yet vain is what I hear and ice, 
Since Damon's all inconitancy, , 


The 


( O5 ) 
The am'rous Doves now bill and coo, 
And ſo falſe Damon, ſo can you; 


But cant like them contented be, 
Thy ſole delight's inconſtancy. 


Ve ſimple fair believe not man, 

They all proceed on Damon's plan; 

Then from your ſex, your hearts keep free, 
And love like them inconſtancy. 


SONG LXXVIII. 
A Cantata. 
KECITATIVE:; 


ARK! the ſhrill trumpet's martial ſounds 
: from far! i 
And the hoarſe drum proclaims the kindled 
War. 


BRITAIN's GLORY. 


AIR. 


Now glory her banners unfolds to the ſky ; 
The tempeſt is up, the confuſion grows high; 
Attrighted, meek peace flies the hoſtile alarms, 
And Europe, all Europe now glitters in arms. 

Too long with unſaited ambition and pride, 
We have ſeen the french monarch o'er liberty ſtride; 
All treaties deſpifing and trampling on law ; 
What proweſs his inſolent progreſs ſhall awe ? 


Fair freedom's firſt born, ſo has fate long decreed, 


Britannia ſhall reap all the fame of the deed. 
Her arm ſhall determine his arrogant reign, _ 
While ſhe her wide empire reſumes o'er the main. 
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And virtue hails the happy hour. 
So fell the race which Jove defy'd 


f 666) 
RcirArivkE. 


Propitious, fee her hardy ſons ariſe, 

Ruth to the fight, and ſhouting rend the ſkies ; 
Theſe ſhall prevent ambitions haughty ſway, 
And flop the darin g tyrant in his Way. 


AIX. 


Freedom the ſons of Britain ſires 
And patriot zeal their ſoul inſpires; 
Who glows not with the gen'rous flame, , 
Baſely uſurps a Briton's name. 

Thus we the worth of freedom taught, 
When Blenheim's gallant field we fought. 
The blaſted lilly hung its head, 

And France's nobleft blood was ſhed. 


Her pride no more the world ſhall awe ; E 
Nor give to ſubject nations law; | 
Another Edward ſhakes her ſhore, 


Brave as Plantagenet of yore ; ; 
Again ſhe ſinks beneath here pow'r, ; 


Such ever be the fate of pride, 


2-7 * r — — E 


SONG LXXIX. 
Go DELLA. 


Delia ! how fond and how ſpeechleſs am I, 
Your eloquence only can move | 


* n 


What friendſhip or method I claim or try, Ye 


They endin the language of love, A 


Ir 
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| Ere Damon you doubt of the truth of my love. 


Your beauties, like Venus when ſprung from the 
main, 


Shot innocent I looking on: 1 
Now all I can do is to languith in pain, f 
Acknowledge no miſtreſs but one. ql 
Your precepts, dear charmer, what man can diſown; 1 
Your voice like a ſyren conjures; il 

I now bow to beauty and beauty's. grand throne, * 
Tis Delia my boſom allures. i} 
þ 


My muſe unexperienc'd ne'er ſung of my love, 
Till Delia had taught her the theme, 

She taught her the paſhon with ſtrains how to move 
And ſing to her honour and fame. 


©. 
* 2. 
* 
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How weak and unſoothing theſe lays may appear, 
And ſhort of the language divine ; 


£4 

Believe me, thou faireſt, they're true and ſincere, 4 
Your energy robs me of mine, 11 
Let truth ſtand confronted in each others breaſt, of 
And judge of the motions I find : 1 
If pity can plead, and conſign me to reſt, 15 
My Delia, indeed is then kind, y 


SONG LXXX, 
Sung by Miſs Formentel at Ranelagh, 


TYAMON believe not your Jenny's untrue, 
Nor think that ſhe's falſe andinconſtant to youz 
Think yon tow'ring mount of itſelf ſhall remove, 


Yon clear cryſtal ſtream ſhall mountains o'erflow, 
And on the hard rock the pale primroſe ſhall blow; 
In queſt of the lion, the lambkin ſhall range, 

Ere Jenny's fix'd paſſion ſhall leſſen or change. 


- 
—— — — — 
— 


668) 


Upon the ſmooth green, when ſhepherd advance 
To hail May's return with the tabor and dance; 
If Damon is abſent I quit the glad throng, 


And join my complaint to the nightingale's ſong. 


The pain which I ſuffer, my flocks ſeem to know, 
And frolick and play as to leſſen my woe; 

I cry, ceaſe dear lambkins your ſporting and play, 
You cannot delight while my Damon's away. 


No toil ſhall diſcomfort while Damon's in ſight ; 
The ſun's piercing rays can ſummer delight; 
And winter's rude tempeſt ſhall ſtill find me gay, 


For bleſt with my ſhepherd each month will be May. 


SONG LXXXI. 
Encriish HEROISsMagain⁰Pjc FRENCH INVADERS, 


5 IS rumour'd the French will ſoon viſit our 
coaſt, 
And pour on this iſle an invincible hoſt, 
We're prepar'd ; and will ſing howe'er proudly they 
boaſt, 
Oh ! the bold Blades of Old England, and O old 
England's bold Blades, 


Where wiſdom and valour and honeſty join, 
And no knaviſh arts their exertions confine, 


When work'd up to action how greatly they ſhine ! 
O the bold, &c. 


When juſt George bid Amherſt and Boſcawen arm, 
To Louiſbourg fly, and with cannon alarm: 


Down, down fell its walls by their loud muſic's 
charm. 


When 


uy 
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When Keppel, Marſh, Sayer, ſhap'd to Afric their 
way, 
Senegal aid Goree yielded ſoon to our ſway, _ 
And hence the French ſlave trade is made Britiſh 
rey. 


O the bold, &c. 


Mid the rich ſugar iſſands what ſpirit we've ſhown, 

There Barrington, Moore, are our thunders well 
known, 

By your valiant ſwords Guadalupe 1s our own. 

O the bold, &c. 


Behold Wolfe and Townſhend in glory's bright way, 
Towards Quebec marching in dreadful array : 


Ye fates ! vict'ry give, as on Blenheim's great day. 
O the bold, &c. | 


Among our naval fons who to honours aſpire, 

See Saunders and Holmes and Durell dart their fire! 
Full oft have their broadſides bid Frenchmen retire. 
O the bold, &c. 


St, Malocs and Cherbourg, and Havre proclaim 
The ardours heroic which Britons inflame 

The marks left behind them eternize their name, 
O the bold, &c. 


Reflect, my good Britons, on Dettingens field, 

When George, with dire ſlaughter, made French 
{quadrons yield; 

In return, ye militia, our brave monarch ſhield. 

O the bold, &c. | 


Call up third Edward's ſhade, bid fifthHenry appear, 


Survey but their looks, you'll be rangers to fear: 
Thoſe kings conquer'd France; ſhall the French 

triumph here? 8 | 
No, no, my bold, &c, 


Riſe 


| (79) 

| Riſe gallant Prince Edward, the God of the main 
Invites thee to ſhare in his wat'ry reign, : 
Then graſp Britains flag and its honour maintain. 
O the bold, &c. 


SONG LXXXII. 
ei 


HE eye that beams with lambent light, 
The crimſon cheek, that glads the ſight, 
The ſhape, the mien, the air; 
With theſe to ſooth man's ruder breaſt, 
With theſe to be by bleſſings bleſt, 
The gods adorn the fair. 


Hence each poetic genius angs, 

Sweet beauty tunes th'emboſom'sd ftrings, 
And wakes th*enraptur'd ſoul ; 

The magic pow'r of form and face, 

Ordain'd the gentler ſex to grace, 

þ | Reſounds from pole to pole. 


But ſhall not charms ſo honour'd laſt ? 

No, ſoon as youth's ſhort ſummer's paſt 
They're veild in times diſguiſe; 

{| Thus bluſhing Flora's darling flow'r, 

That ſcents the aromatic bow'r, 

Buds, burſts to bloom, and dies. 


Then ah ! how vain in female pride, 

Shall ſhe that's crown'd with ſenſe, confide 
In ſuch uncertain power ! 

No ſhe's reverſe, the milder way, 

Reſerv'd tho? free, tho'ꝰ modeſt gay, 
And blooms to life's laſt hour. 


i 


Da 


Fe 


Ci 
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Do thou, my fair one, in whoſe mind 
Each ſocial moral virtue's join'd, 

The nymph of ſenſe appear; 
Then, when the charms of youth are o'er, 
The wiſe will Celia ſtill adore 

Thou'llt till be lovely here. 


| SON G LXXXI.. 
ENCE, painful pleaſure, pleaſing pain, 
[1 Reſign O love thy throne ; 

Come reaſon, I obey thy reign, 
| And own thy pow'r alone. 
| Difdaining love, from hence Pl live 
| - Unmov'dby all the fair; 
| Falſe Delia's ſmiles no joy can give, 

Nor yet her frowns deſpair, 


This vow Philander ſcarce had made, 
When on the verdant plain, 
Fair Delia with each grace array'd, 
Approach'd the love ſick ſwan. 

In vain, with ſudden tranſports fir'd, 
Nie did her charms approve , 
He ſigh'd, he gaz'd, he long admir'd, 
And own'd the power of love. 


Then againſt the tender paſſion 
Let us not our power employ; 
But give way to inclination, 
Taſte of love, and taſte of joy. 
For on reaſons aid relying, 
Vain our efforts all will prove, 
Cuſtom with this truth complying, 
Reaſon is too weak for love. 


SONG 
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SONG LXXXIV. 


The Shadwell Tar's farewell. Sung by Mr. Atkins 


at Sadler's Wells. 


O think not that ill can betide; 


Tho? I fear not the french's broadſide. 

We're going to plough the rough ocean, 

In ſearch "ofa treacherous foe ; 
Reſolv'd, when his fleet is in motion, 

To give it a terrible blow. 

_"CHoRvUus, 

With cannon by fate well directed, 

We'll curb the proud navy of France; 
Defeat the invaſion projected, 

And teach the Mounſeers a new dance. 


Near Mile-end, when robbers ſurrounded, 
This ſtick cut from tough Britiſh oak, 


Their clubs and their piſtols confounded, 


And felPd two huge theives at a {troke. 
This brave oaken towel fo truſty, 


Which could ſuch mean villains withſtand; 


Will ſurely deal blows ſtout and luſty. 
On thoſe who would ravage our land, 
With cannon, Sc, 


How blith lives the bold Britiſh failor ! 
Good flip and good punch his delight; 
He dreads not on board a ſtern goaler, 
But ſings on from morning to night: 
Whilſt frenchmen in gallies are fighing, 
Condemn'd to the oar and the hath ; : 
Their officers heed not their crying, 
_ But laſh them the more they complain. 
With cannon, Sc. 


HEN we, deareſt Nell ſhall be parted, 


"Tis death thus to-ſee thee ſad hearted, 


Bu 


| 
C73) ; 
But hark, Stepney bells are a ringing, 1 
The gale wafts the ſweet muſick nigher ; 1 
Methinks I to battle am ſpringing, J 
'Midſt thunder and whirlwinds of fire: 
Ring louder, ye bells, O ring louder, } 
And victory muſt be our own ; 
Whilſt Frenchmen exhauſting their powder, | 
Their ſignal defeat ſhall bemoan. 
With cannon, Oc. 9 
* 


One kiſs, deareſt Nell, and I leave you, 
Take care of our Dicky and Nan ; 
By Neptune I'll never deceive you, 
But toaſt you in every cann. i 
When I in my hammock am rowling, 1 
I'll dream of my Nelly, my dove; | 
Abroad never once go a ſtroling, . 
But come back quite brimful of love. 9 
With cannon, Oc. 


SONG LXXXV. 


SK if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet, 
That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna's fair. 


Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble through the grove ; 
B1d wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy ſhepherds love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 
Ye bards unenvied laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 
| H 
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SONG LXXXVI. 


OU fay at your feet that I wept in deſpair, 
And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo fair; 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe I 
ſpoke ? 
What know we of angels? I meant it in joke. 


I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 

And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove : 
T have lik'd you a twelve month, a calendar year, 
And not yet contented :—have conſcience, my dear. 


SONG LXXXVII 
On the PRESENT Times. 


V E courtiers diſgrac d, 
Who would fain be replac'd, 
Who murmur in each fituation ; 
And to come at your ends, 
Rail at all our beſt friends, 
Who ſtudy the good of the nation. 


You would fain make us think, 
Like you they love chink, 
Like you for French gold would betray ; ; 
Thus harlots will clatter, 
And the virtuos beſpatter, _. 
Who ne'er like themſelves went aſtray, 


Learn hence, and be ſure- 

That ev'ry ſuch lure, | 
Thrown out our beſt ſchemes. to defeat, 

Tends only prove | 

Their ha „ not love, 11 
To the people as well as the ſtate. a 
Great 
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Great Marlbro's plan, 
Under glorious Queen Anne, 
Was intended our foes to debaſe; 
But an envious faction, 
Put an end to all action, 
To patch up an inglorious peace. 


Then Britons beware, 
For juſt ſuch a ſnare, 
By the now diſcontented is laid; 
Who miſchief are brewing, 
Your credit to ruin, 
That juſt ſuch a peace may be made. 


Now ſince we have got 
Poſſeſſion of what Gat 
Will fetter their hands for the future, 
Let's ſtill keep them under, 
From ravage and plunder, 
Tho' Holland ſhould be their adjutor. 


Let it never be ſaid, 
That England's afraid 

Of France with the Duteh on their ſide ; 
No, no, let them brag, | 


Still Britains old flag 
On the ocean triumphant ſhall ride. 
No fear of this realm, 


While Pitt's at the helm, 
Who ne'er to corruption was prone ; ' 

Had he firſt been our pilot, 

All attempts we might ſmile at, : ' 
And Minorca had ſtill been our own," 
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Since Ferdinand's ſword, 
So jultly ador'd, 
Has beat the Monſieurs from their trenches ; 
Let a peace, when *tis made, 
Shew we're no way afraid 
Of either our blood or expences. 


SONG LXXXVIII. 


OME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
N With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
Ji To celebrate harveſt home; 
[| »Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 


Our labour is o'er, our barns in full fore, 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land ; 
Let each man then take, for his prong and his rake, 
His can and his laſs in his hand : 
For Ceres, Ec. x 


No courtier can be ſo happy as we, 
In innocence, paſtime and mirth ; | 
While thus we carouſe with our ſweet heart or ſpouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth; 
When Ceres, Sc. 


SONG LXXXIX. 
1 HEN Sol was at reſt f 
9 On Thetis's breaſt, 
And evening grew duſky and brown ; L 
E'er Dian the fair . 
Had gilded her hair, | \ 
And put on her ſtraw- colour'd gown : T 
| ö 3 2 When | 
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When Dolly had now 
Done milking her cow, 
And Roger return'd o'er the mead ; 
He ſpy'd an old wight 
In pitiful plight, 


Leaning fad on the neck of his ſteed 


His hand did ſuſtain 
A taper or twain, 
Full trimly encircled with horn; 
It ſhone on the ground 
Some paces around, 
As bright as the ſtar of the morn. 


While Roger ſurvey'd 
This meagre old blade, 
He heard a moſt ſorrowful cry: 
© Whoever you are, 
Catch hold any where, 


And help me out quick, or Idie.“ 


He turn'd: at the ſound, 
And inſtantly found 
A coach with its wheels in the air; 
The wares it contain'd, 
In language unfeign'd, 


Next ſtanza ſhall partly declare. 


Tight legs ſtood upright, 
All cloathed in white, 


With ſhoes both of ſilk and of leather; 


And nought elſe was ſeen, 
Either ſcarlet or green, 


To fave their fair ſæins from the weather. 
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With wond': ous ſurprize 
Roger feaſted his eyes, 
And view'd each particular feature 
But the muſe 1s too coy 
To deſcribe what the boy 
Could diſcern of the ſecrets of nature. 


Whatever delight 
Roger took in the ſight, 
He freed the fair ladies from danger ; 
Who bluſh'd as they, roſe, 
And ſtroak'd down their cloaths, 
And bleſs'd the kind aid of the ſtranger. 


SONG XC. 


ET ambition fire thy mind, 
Thou wert born o'er men to reign, 
Not to follow flocks deſign'd : 


Scorn thy crook and leave the plain, 


Crowns Pl! throw beneath thy feet ; 
Thou on necks of kings ſhall tread ; 

Joys in circling joys ſhall meet, | 
Which way e'er thy fancy's led. 


Let not toils of empire fright ; 
Toils of empire pleaſures are: 

Thou ſhalt only know delight ; 
All the joy, but not the care. 


Shepherd, if thou'll yield the prize, 


For the bleflings I beſtow, 


Joyful PI aſcend the ſkies, 


Happy thou ſhalt reign below, 


SONG 
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Coluiin's COMPLAINT. 


EAR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond meaſure 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 


You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pam. 

Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 

You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its dictates obey. 


The paſſion from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 

Soft ſmiles and gay looks are the dawn, 
Fruition's the finſhine of love. 

And, tho? the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be d that now are ſo gay, 


And darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 


We ne'er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his ſide, 

You've often regarded with wonder; 
He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore ey'd ; 

Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder ; 
Together they totter about, 

Or ſit in the fun at the door, 


And, at night, when old Darby's pot out, 


His Joan will not ſmoke a whiff more. 


No beauty or wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral failings to ſmother ; 
Then what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That makes them ſo fond of each other? 
*Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that love did beſtow; 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth 
Are the beſt of all bleſſings below. 
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Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
Which fick neſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe; 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepid old age cannot freeze. 


SONG XCIL 


Bacchus 'TRIUMPHANT : or the lowers fareauel 
to the fair /ex. 


| O Phillis and Chloe, and all the gay throng, 
Too long the ſoft lay has been rais d; 
Too long to their beauty has flow'd the vain ſong, 
Too long has their beauty been prais'd: | 
Great Bacchus, repentant, thy pardon I aſk, 
Forgiveneſs I humbly implore ; 
If e'er for a female I quit a full cask, 
May I never enjoy one drop more, —great god; 
May I never enjoy one drop more. 


Ye fops and ye fribbles, your title I'own- 
To ſing all the charms of the fair; 
Their beauties to praiſe is your province alone; 
Alone make their heauties your care. : 
For who in his ſenſes that mortal can blame 
Who ſtrives his own merit to raiſe ? 
For women and fops are ſo nearly the ſame, 
In theirs; that he ſings his own praiſe, —{weet miſs ; 
In theirs, Ge. | 


Tho? wit, ſparkling wit ſome rare females poſſeſs, 
Good 


Tho kindneſs may add to their ſtore, 


] 


ils; 
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Cood nature and ſmiles has a bumper no leſs, | 
And ſparkles an hundred times more: | 

With virtue unſully'd adorn'd tho' ſhe be, i 
Tho? modeſty. blooms in each feature, 4 

A bottle is not more immodeſt than ſhe, - | 
Its virtue ten thouſand times greater, - dear boys; 1 
Its virtue, Oc. * 


* 

- 
"2 
"A 
* 
* 


Their beauty attracting I freely confeſs ;_ 
Their ſex I muſt own, has its charms ; 
I own for a moment they're able to bleſs, 
And melt us away in their arms; 
Yet laſting the pain is, and tranſient the joy; 
The raptures are inſtantly paſt ; 
But wine, happy juice! is ſure never to cloy, 
Its pleaſures till doomſday ſhall laſt, —brave ſouls ; 
Its pleaſures, &c. | 


Then adieu to their charms, to their beauties adieu; 
All thoughts of the ſex I reſign; 
I fight in thy cauſe, to thy int'reſt am true, 
And yield me eternally thine. 
And if ever, great maſter thy colours I fly, 
If e'er like a rover I pine, l 
May, greateſt of curſes ! my hogſhead run dry, 
Nor more be repleniſh'd with wine, —bleſt wine; 
Nor more be repleniſh'd with wine 
SONG X. 
Kir rr. Or the female Pbatten 
AIR Kitty beautiful and young 
And wild as colt untam dd, 
Beſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd : £0. 
Inflam'd with rage at fad reſtraint 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, 


682) 


And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 
Muſt lady jenny frisk about 
And viſit with her couſins? 
At balls muſt ſne make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt, 
'That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 


Then, dear mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd my fortune try, 

III have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why : 

Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
Kitty at hearts defire, | 

Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 

And ſet the world on fire. 


SONG XCIV, 


KiTTy FxzLl. Sung at Ranelegh. 


HILE beaus to pleaſe the ladies write, 
Or bards to get a dinner by't, 
Their well feign'd paſſion tell; 
Let me in humble verſe proclaim 
My love for her, who bears the name 


Of charming Kitty Fell. 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, 

That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas! I know full well: 

I feel, and I ſhall ever feel, 

The dart more ſharp than pointed ſteel, 
That came from Kitty Fell. | 
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Of late I hop'd by reaſon's aid, 

To cure the wounds which love had made, 
And bade a long farewell: 

But t'other day ſhe croſs'd the green, 

I faw, I wiſh'd I had not ſeen, 

My charming Kitty Fell. 


| Lask d her why ſhe paſs'd that way, 
To church ſhe cried, — I cannot ſtay, 


Why don't you hear the bell ? 
To church, 2 take me with thee there, 
I pray'd, ſhe would not hear my pray'r, 
Ah cruel Kitty Fell. oy 


And now I find tis all in vain, 
[live to love and to complain, 
Condemn'd in chains to dwell : 
For tho? ſhe caſts a ſcornful eye, 


| In death my wg han, * tongue will cry, 
Adieu, dear Kitty Fell. 


SONG XCV. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall, 


URE a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been. 


I know not I vow any harm I have done, 


But my mother oft tells me ſhe' Il have me a nun, 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, to faſt and to cry; 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


Is a thouſand times better to me I declare; 


can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone; _ 
Of Pay beſides I'm too handſome, I think, for a nun. 


o hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
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Not to love or be lov'd, oh! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to, one cannot tell where; 
To live or to die in this caſe were all one, 

Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckon'd a nun. 


Perhaps, but to teize me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
I'm ſure, was ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay no; 
But, if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 

And be married, in ſpite, that I mayn't be a nun. 


SONG XCVI. 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
glaſs : 
But to you men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own ; 
And it you don't like them, why let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the truth I'Il declare, 

J believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 

That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles J muſt own, 

But tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could frown ; 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquors divine, 

Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine ? 


Her lillies and roſes were juſt in their prime, 
Yet lillies and roſes are conq uer'd by time: 
But in wine from its age ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows, 


They tell me my love would in time have beer 
cloy'd, 

And that beauty's inſipid when once 'tis enjoy'd; 

But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy, 

For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am J. 


Lei 


VI. 


beer 
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Let murders and battles, and hiſtories prove 

The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love: 

But in drinking, thank heaven, no rival contends, 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 


She too mght have poiſon'd the joy of my life, 
With nuries and babies, and ſqualling and ſtrife: 
Bot my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring, 


And a big belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 

It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 

But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 

And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the 
grave 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 
She had left me to get an eſtate or a lord : 
But my bumper regarding no title, nor pelt, 
Will ſtand by me while J can't ſtand by myſelf, 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 

She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain; 

Vor in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy : 

Should you doubt hat I ſay take a bumper 
and try 


SONG XCVI. 
Set by Mor. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


ALZ MON lov'd Paſtora, 
Paſtora ſigh'd for Damon; 

But Damon lov'd Aurora, 

Aurora young Palzmon. 


Palzmon gave Paſtora, 
A wreath and ſhepherd's crook ; 


1 And 


— — — — 
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And Damon gave Aurora, 
A knot and reaping hook. 


Paſtora gave to Damon, 
A cap with chaplets crown'd ; 


Aurora gave Palæmon, 


A pipe with haze! bound. 


The cap with chaplets crown'd, 
Young Damon gave Aurora; 
The pipe with hazel bound, 


Palæmon gave Paitora. 


The wreath and ſhepherd's crook, 
Paſtora gave to Damon ; 

The knot and reaping hook, 
Aurora gave Palemon. 


So croſsly turn'd their preſents went, 
Their loves ſo oddly varied; 

That every token which was ſent, 
It's true deſign miſcarried. 


Every wer/e to be repeated. 


SONG XCVII. 


ILL me a bowl, a mighty bow], 
Large as my capacious ſoul ; 

ill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
Large as my . r ſoul: 
Vaſt as my thirſt is, let it have 
Depth enough to be my grave; 
I mean the grave of all my care, 
For I deſign to bury't there. 


( 87 ) þ 

Let it of filver faſhion'd be, ; 

Worthy of wine, worthy of me, 

Worthy to adorn the ipheres, 

As that bright cap amongſt the itars, 
Fill me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 
Large as my capacious ſoul, 


SONG XCIX. 


USY, curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as 1; 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Couldſt thou ſip, and ſip it up: 
Make the moſt of life you may; 
Life is ſhort and wears away, 
Life is ſhort, Sc. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſtening quick to their decline; 
Thine's a ſummer, mine's no more, 
Tho' repeated to threeſcore; 

'Threeicore ſummers when they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one, 

Will appear, &c. 


SONG C. 


H ! would'ſt thou know what ſacred charms 
This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, 
This deſtined heart of mine alarms ; 
What kind of nymph the heavens decree, 
The maid that's made for love and me. 
The maid that's made ſor love and me. 


n 2 _— — 2 
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Who joys to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 
Who melts, Sc. 
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From each ungen'rous paſſion free, 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me; 
Be ſuch, &c. 


Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beftows, 

Who feels Sc. 

Gentle to all, but kind to me, 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me ; 

Be ſuch, Cc. 


Whoſe imple thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart ; 

Are all the, Sc. | 

A gentle train from falſhood free, 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 
Be ſuch, Sc. 


Avaunt ye light coquets, retire, 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire, 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire, 
Unmov'd your tinſell'd charms I fee, 
More genuine beauties are for me, 
More genuine beauties are for me, 


SONG. 


I CK of the town, at once I flew 
To contemplation's rural ſeat ; 
Adieu, ſaid I, vain world, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great: 
The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
The moſs- grown roof, the matted floor; 
All theſe I had-—Stwas mighty well; 
But yet I wanted ſomething more ; 
Yet I wanted, yet I wanted, 
But yet I wanted ſomething more. 


Back 


5 
— 
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Back to the buſy world again, 
I ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary pain, 
Quiet of heart, and peace of mind: 
Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 
By turns my fickle fancy fill; 
The world ſeem'd all within my pow'r ; 
But yet I wanted ſomething ſtill, 
But yet, Sc. 


Cities and groves by turns were try'd ; 
T'was all, ye fair, an idle tale: 
Oelia at length became a bride, 
A bride to Damon of the vale: 
All nature ſmil'd ; the gloom was clear'd ; 
Damon was kind—1I can't tell how ; 
Each place a paradiſe appear'd ; 
And Celia wanted nothing now; 
Celia wanted, Celia wanted, 
And Celia wanted nothing now. 


SONO Ell. 


LY ſwiftly ye minutes, till Comus receive, 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can 
give; : 
The bowls frolick joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe in return yields the raptures of love, 
And ſhe 1 In, Ee. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
411 grandeur's inſipid, and riches a pain: 


11 The 


* 
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The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave, 
Love and wine give, ye Gods! or take back what | 
ye gave ; 
Love and wine give, ye Gods! or take back what 
ye gave, 
CHORUS. 
Away, away, away, 
To Comus court repair; 


There night outſhines the day, 
There yields the melting fair. 


3 SONG CllI. 
4 OULD you taſte the noon-tide air, 


1 To yon fragrant bow'r repair; 
Where woven with the poplar bough, 


Ihe mantling vine will ſhelter you, 
Il be mantling vine will ſhelter you. 
Down each fide afountain flows, 


Tinkling, murm'ring as it goes; 
= Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
„ Lightly o'er, &c. 

$1  Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round. 


ERound the languid herds, and ſheep, 

it | Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks ſleep ; 
Wdile on the hyacinth and roſe 

it b The fair does all alone repoſe, 
The fair, Se. 

* All alone, yet in her arms, 

0 Ul Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms ; 
Till bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
Ihe joys of love are joys alone, | 
1” The joys of love are joys alone. 


4 G 
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8 ON el. 


S Chloe came into the room t'other day, 

I peeviſh began, where fo long cou'd you ſtay ; 
In your life time you never * r your hour, 
You promis'd at two, but, look Child ! 'tis four: 
A lady's watch needs neither figures or wheels, 
Tis enough that tis loaded with baubles and ſeals; 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear; 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak, 
Here's an ugly hard roſe- bud fall'n into my neck; 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree, 
Look here! for you never believe me pray lee ! 

On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made; 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: 

That ſcene of delight, 1 with wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry word I deſigr'd to have ſaid. 


SONG CV. 


RECITATIVE. 


HE Chace is o'er, and on the plain, 
The hounds the luſty ſtag have ſlain ; 


Let the horns with ſprightly tone, 


All our ſportive pleaſures crown. 


AIR, 


Of Britons, thus. the ancient race, 

With nervous toils purſue the chace ; 

By no ungen'rous thoughts controul'd, 
Their hearts were honeſt, free, and bold, 


'Their hearts were honeſt, free, and bold, 
Of Britons, &c. | 


* 
* 
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Like them again, no ſlaves to courts; 
Let Britons itil] purſue their ſports ; 
Like them again, ſhall Britons be, 
As brave, as honeſt, and as free; 
Like them again, ſhall Britons be, 
As brave as Lonck and as free. 


SONG CVI. 


AINLY now ye ſtrive to charm me, 
All ye ſweets of blooming May; 
How ſhould empty ſun- ſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away? 
While Lotharia keeps away. 


Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 3. 
Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling ſky : 
Sweeter notes her voice can give me 
Softer ſun ſhine fills her eye, 
Softer ſun ſhine fills her eye. 


SONG CVIL 


Set by Mr. Berg. Sung at Ranclagh. 


Y Kitty cries, was Damon wile , 
VI His Paſſions I'd approve ; 

But like the bee, fo gay fo free, 
Her merit's not my love : 

From maid to maid, his heart has ſtray'd, 
Which each new face has won; 

My ſpirit's great, a ſhare I hate, 
I'll have him all or none. 


Her reas'ning ſuch, I wonder much, 
Herſelf ſhe cannot ſee ; 

For, oh ! the fawn, that ſkips the lawn, 

Is not ſo wild as ſhe. 
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Each am'rous ſwain, breath'd out his pain, 
To all ſhe lends an ear; 

The caſe is thus, and which of us, 
In love's moſt inſincere? 


I often cry, dear Kitty why 
Shou'd youth in vain be ſpent ; 

In Hymen's bands, let's join our hands, 
And live with each content : 

But her reply, commands a ſigh, 
"Tis, Damon, patient wait; 

Grow wiſe and mend, I'll be your friend, 
And leave the reſt to fate, 


Ye pow'rs above, who rule o'er love, 
Dur giddy thoughts conhine ; ; 2 
My heart wou'd her, o'er all prefer, 

|  Wou'd ſhe be only mine: 

She thinks *tis ſtrange, that I ſhou'd range, 
I think ſhe waſtes her charms ; 

And plainly fee, we ſhan't agree, 

ill in each other's arms. 


SONG CVII. 
Jenny Grey. Sung by Mr. Beard. 
RING, Phoebus from Parnaſſian bow” rs; 
A chaplet of poetic flowers 

That far out bloom the Mayr; 

Bring verſe ſo ſmooth, bring thoughts ſo free, A 
And all the muſes heraldry, 1 
To blazon Jenny Grey. 


Obſerve yon almonds rich perfume, 
'reventing ſpring with early bloom, 
In ruddy tints how gay : 


(94) 


Thus foremoſt of the bluſhing fair, 
With ſuch a blithſome, buxom air, 
Blooms lovely Jenny Grey. 


The merry, chirping, plumy throng, 

The buſhes and the twigs among, 
That pipe the ſylvan lay; 

All huſt'd at her delightful voice, 

In ſilent extaſy rejoice, 


And ſtudy Jenny Grey. 


Ve balmy odour breathing gales, 

That lightly ſweep the green rob'd vales, 
And in each roſe buſh play: ; 

I know you all, you're arrant cheats, | 5 

And ſteal your more than mortal ſweets, 3 


From lovely Jenny Grey. 1 
Pomona thou goddeſs bright, i 
The maid's and floriſt's delight, 
In vain thy charms difplay ; A 
Nor can the nectarine's juicy peach, LA 
In richneſs or in ſweetneſs reach 18 


The lips of Jenny Grey. 


To the ſweet knot of graces three, IS 
Th' immortal band of bards agree, 

A tuneful tax to pay; 
There yet remains of matchleſs worth, 
There yet remaing, a lovelier fourth, | 

And ſhe is Jenny Grey. he 


F. 


80 NC 


3 N G know not the reaſon, not I, 5 
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SONG CIA; 


CAN TATA. Sung by Mr. Beard. 

LL in her fair ſequeſter'd cell, 
Where happineſs was wont to dwell ; 

| Contentment ſat with down caſt look, 
And theſe for words, like theſe ſhe ſpoke. 
Genius of Albion, wake thy queen, 
Lo! Gallia clouds the peaceful ſcene, 
Bid her ariſe her wrong s to ſee, 
Protect herſelf and cheriſh me: 


Britannia alarm'd at contentments requeſt, 


In a voice that confeſt her, her people addreſt, 
Caſt the olive wreath off, 


Arm ye Britons advance! 

Sound the trumpet, beat the drum, 

Point your thunders at France. 

Be brave and convince them their efforts are vain, 
For that King George of England is king of the 


And that great like your fathers, thoſe heroes of old, 


As you're born to be free you've the ſenſe to be bold. 
Caſt the olive wreath off, 


Arm ye Britons, advance! 
ound the trumpet, beat the drum, 
Point your thunders at France. 
Be brave and convince them their efforts are vain, 


or, that King George of England is King of the 


main. 


SONG CY, 


he HoxngesT ConFess10n. Sung at Ranelagh,” :W 
mother cries Betſey be ſh Ry 
Whenever the men would intrude z 


But I'd take her advice if I cou'd. | 
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Alexis ſtept up t'6ther day 
To kiſs me, and ask'd if he ſhou'd ; 
Pray what could a ſhepherdeſs ſay ; 
But I'd fain have ſaid no if I cou'd. 


My mother remembers the time 
When ſhe like a veftal was mew'd ; 
Now, this I conceive was a crime, 


And I'd not be ferv'd fo if I cou'd. 


If Pm with Alexis ſhe'll chide, 

She ſays perhaps he may be rude ; 
I will not pretend to decide, 

But I fancy he would it he cou'd. 


Laſt may morn I tript o'er the plain, 
He ſaw me and quickly purſu'd, 


I heartily laugh'd at the ſwain, 


I'd catch you he cry'd if I could. 


* 


Well, ſoon he o'ertook my beſt haſte, 
And {wore he'd be conſtant and good, 
I vow T111ive decent and chaſte, 
But I'd marry the ſwain if I cou'd. 


* 
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Nene 
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TO THE 


A 


A land of Cupids Vother day 

A taylor there vas and he lib'd in a garret 
Amrous bards in raptures [ing 

Attend you nymphs while I in;part 

Aitend all ye fair, and III tell yen the art 
Attend you nymphs that blith ana Tay 

4s Chloe ply'd her needle”; art 

fs in a penſive form Myrtiila fat 

l Fockey was walking cue Midſummer morn 
Chee on floavers reclin'd er the firearm 

s Nell Jet under neath her (oy 

nd he that will not merry, merry 

gar diner is à noble trade 

dicu to your cart and to your pleug b 

licu to whom my beſem burns 

> 1 avhence this importance of mind 

1 who in all theje happy Hains * 

length ye gods yer bring relief 

way with oft fiehs for our conntri ata ns 
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SECOND PART. 


New medley, a compe/ition of above 20 (crigr1 ty 


121 


122 


EB Gf C HAN 


2 ²˙ 


— — 


F, fy to yen wale, other paftimes pur fue 


11 I 


B 
Bateaux plotes a vendre 
Britannia aloud rejoice * 
Britons with courage advance 8 
Believe not youth <with wwit or /enſs N 


Ai the gayly circling glaſs 

By dimple'd brook and fountain brim 
Bacchus god of mirth and wine 
Bid me live, and I will hve 
Behold where Britannia points joyful her lance 134 


C 
Cordelia flumb'ring in the grove 15 
Come Damon, come 0/2! haſt azvay 27 
Come here fellow-ſervant and liften unto me 34 
Come let us be gay to repine is in vain 37 
Caſt my love thine eyes around 97 
Come gentle god of ſoft repoſe 100 
Confin'd to the houſe at the age of fifteen 101 
Come chear up my lads "tis glory we ſteer 67 
Come let us reſolve at laft 72 
D 
Dear Phills, faveet girl, be now kind to my pain 2 
Dear Betty fair whoſe daily care 9 
Dear Kitty had thine only fall 76 
Dear'ft Kitty, kind and fair 89 
Decript winter limt away 121 
Dear Tom, this brown jug 1551 
Drink to me only with thine eyes 1561 
F : | 
Faireſ? of the female kind 26 þ 
Frown net good Sir when you behold 33 


2 
Jabel 


* " ” 


bel 


IN 13-8 


Fareauel ye groves, farewel ge bl:/5ful plain 
From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free 
Fame's an eccho, pratiling double 


G 
Give us glaſſes my awench 


H 
Haſte every nymph and each favain to the grove 
Haſte Phillis, haſte, awhile youth i invites 
Hark away, *tis the merry tun'd horn 
Hark the horns calls away 
How happy a ſtate aves a miller poſſeſs 
Hark Daphne from the hawthorn buſh 
Hark the birds begins their lay 
How pleaſant a ſailors life paſjes 
How charming looks the damaſſ roſes 
How little do the landmen know 
Houſes and churches mixt together 


I 
In flory were told 


If ever O Hymen I add to thy tribe 


In Cupid's 7 'd ſchool, would you take a decree 


In Nottinghamphire 

I made love to Kate, logg figh'd for ſpe 

In purſuit of a laſs that was fo to my taſte 
If tt be true celeſtial powers 

In penſive mood the queen of love 


In a plain pleaſant cottage, convenient and neat 
If antient Romans did lament 

| If the ſavert name of love my fair Iris afright 
| Tt being one morning in the month of May 


I am a bold ſoul, yet no toper am 1 
1 . oer the plain the other day. 


F CO. Ree 


Fc, fy to yon wale, other paſtimes pur fue 


i1 I N-D- Ex: 


B 
Battaux plotes a vendre ; 31 
Britannia aloud rejoice 8 340 
Britons with courage advance AYP 743 
Believe not youth æbith auit or /enſs NO} 35 
Ay the gayly circling glaſs 5 1 
By dimple d brook and fountain brim 52 
Bacchus god of mirth and wine 70 
Bid me live, and I will hve 88 
Behold where Britannia points joyful her lande 134 
O 
Cordelia ſſumb ring in the grove 15 
Come Damon, come ol! haſt awvay 27 
Come here fellow-ſerwvant and liſten unto me 34 
Come let us be gay to repine is in vain | 37 
Caſt my love thine eyes around 97 
Come gentle god of ſoft repoſe 100 
Confin d to the houſe at the age of fifteen 101 
Come chear up my lads tis glory aue ſieer 67 
Come let us reſolve at laſt 72 
D 
Dear Phills, feveet girl, be now kind to my pain 2 
Dear Betty fair whoſe daily care 9 
Dear Kitty had thine only fall 76 
Dear'ft Kitty, kind and fair 89 
Decript winter limpt away 121 
Dear Tom, this brown jug 15 5 
Drin to me only with thine eyes 156 
F 
Faireſt of the female kind 26 
Froewn not good Sir when you behold 33 


2 
Jabel 


IN X. 
Farewel ye groves, farewel pe ble/5ful plain 


From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free 
Fame an eccho, prattling double 


G 
Give us glaſſes my avench 


H 
Haſte every nymph and each favain to the grove 
Haſte Phillis, haſte, awhile youth invites 
Hark away, *tis the merry tun d horn 
Hark the horns calls away 
How happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs 
Hark Daphne from the hawthorn buſh 
Hark the birds begins their lay 
How pleaſant a ſailors life paſſes 
How charming looks the damaſ roſes 
How little do the landmen know 
Houſes and churches mixt together 


I 
In flory were told 
Fever O Hymen I add to thy tribe 
In Cupid's fan 'd ſchool, would you take a decree 
In Nottinghamſhire 
I made lowe to Kate, bo 3 5 /igb'd for ſbe 
In purſuit of a laſs that was 74 to my taſte 
1f it be true celeſtial powers 
In penſive mood the queen of love | 
In a plain pleaſant cottage, convenient and neat _ 
If antient Romans did lament 
If the ſweet name of | love my fair Iris afright 
It being one morning in the month of May 
I am a bold foul, yet no toper am 1 
[ "ny o'er the plain the ether day 


" 
3 
j 
\ 
* 


* * E 


iv „ I "ID "B . 


L 
Let forward proud Norfolk with inſaltat boa 32 
Let every face with ſmiles appear 


Let others Damon's praiſe rehear /e 32 
Let all, let all be gay 110 
Leave neighbours your work and to ort and to play 142 
Live and love, enjoy the fair 54 
Let me wander not unſcen 79 
Linco fond Damond lying 107 
Long had ] borne of love the pain 154 
: M 
Mufic has charms and fo have I © 41 
My father and mother what ails em 128 
My fond ſhepherd of late were fo bleſt 113 
My pa ſſiom is as muſtard ftrorg 137 
My Sytvia and I how of: have ave ray 144 
New the happy knit is ty d 42 
No woman her endy can ſmuther 48 
No more my Harriot of Pelly no more | 94 
Now Phebus finking in the aveff '+ 
o more ye /uwains upbraid 06 
Off all the occupations 20 
Oh? how I doat on that dear face 30 
Oh! would thou know what Jacred charms 96 
Our country now calls my brawve boys to arms 35 
O the pleaſing, pleaſing joys 70 
One morning bright within the grove 87 
One morning young Roger acceſted me thus 8 
Ome evening as 1 was taking the air 147 
Of Wars 4 other rymers talk "I 74 


One morning laſt May in a pleaſant highway 116 
O Mary /eft in feature © : "MN 


I N D E x. 
p 
Puſh about the briſt boww!e 


Preach net to me your mufly rules 
Parent divine of heawenty love 


Rife, riſe heart breathing Agb. 
8 


Some cry up the famons Doaugate-Hill 


Since to heaven and Pitt 

Smile, ſmile Britannia mile 

See ha yon wally verdaut bloom 

Strephon long deated on Phabe the fair 

Smilling hope a Cherub bright 

See the angry god of aur 

See John and his maſter 
e | 

The card inautes in croxwd's to fly 

The fine brims, who rf late were ſo dreff 

The french are à coming the newws-papers /ay 


There was @ grave pride, and her cart was chaſte 30 


The genius of Britain's triumphant once more 
The mind of a avoman can never be known 
To thee O gentle ſiceþ alone 

The Inſs ef the Weſt was witty and free 
Tho born in a count! teu 

The morning is charming, all nature it gay 
To Celia thus fond Damon Jaid 

Jem loves Mary paſſing ae 


I bind what the hapleſs virgin proves 


T une your harps to Jongs and praiſe 


| The lilies of France and the fair Engliſh roſe 
| There was a little man and he wood a l:tile maid 
| The tuneful cheir in am*rous Ar ains 


T he fragrant lilly of the wale 
7 he hearth wes clean, the 6 e char 


| nwieldy boats, all flat at * 


24 


V1 IAN DEA 


Uſelejs is that coguitting leer 1 
W 
Was ever man paſſeſi of Jo ſweet, ſo kind a wife 4 
Welcome, welcome brother debtor 17 
M ben I was a young one, O lord 16 
When laſt wwe parted on the plain 18 
What put of with one denial 3 
M ben Bacchus jolly god, invites 116 
| Who'll buy a heart, Myrtilla crics 93 
md What means that tender fig my dear 112 
10 What tho his guilt my heart hath torn 54 
ib thoughtful pace alone beqtray'd 62 
pile my charmer ſeem'd unkind | 64 
„ When I enter dmy teens, and threw play things af ae 6 55 
A | When firſt I ſaw my Delia's face 84 
I What means that tender figh, my dear 112 
| „ 4 HH hen the trees are all bare and not a leaf to be ſeen 23 
1 When the Jun have lads and laſſes aroſe 98 
ih ; 1 What tho my parents frown and cold 103 
„ When Icicles hang on the wall 137 
1 hen I road forth tramping in May fifty four 150 
come favect May with thy ſummer's feet 157 
1 Y 
Wo Ye brimftoncs of Drury and Exetor-Street 22 
i Bl You Jay ſhe is fair, *tis no Juch matter 


You Jay at your feet I wept in diſpair 
ot Fe mortal; whom fancy and troubles perplex 
i ; ; j Ye ſous of Britannia 
| i Zi medley of mortals that makes up this throng 
Yes I am in loue, I feel it new 
Ye beaux and belles of Mallow-<vells 
You hifþy race on fertile plains recline 
Fes tho" around ms t 50ujard; dies 
Jaun, g Jockey he courted ſweet Mogg y /o fair 
rn eng Damon the ſoehherd ef the plain 


* 
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93 A Paſtoral Sung by Mr. Beard. . © | 
4 1 Seleſs is that coquetting leer, 
=: And vain each female art; 
57 The only ſerve to make appear, 

41 The falſhood of the heart. 

3 | Your pencil'd eye brows, cheek of eream, 

61 And jetty curl'd up hair, | 

12 Are that happy ſhepherd's theme, 

38 But cannot me enſnare. j 
140 

110 SONG II. 

85 A Paſtoral Sung by Miſs Young. 

63 | I. 2 

71 V O U fay ſhe's fair, tis no ſuch matter, 

75 


_ Tis not her glaſs, but ſhe you flatter; 
B And 


She. No never, I ne'er can be yours, 


(2) 
And few that beauty e'er can ſpy, 
That ftrikes the partial lover's eye. 
You ſay ſhe is fair, &c. 


1 


r 
is 


Phebe, my council, pray ap; ve, 
Thank heaven for a good-man.'s love; 
All markets will not pay a price, 

So ſtrike a bargain in a trice. 

Phebe my council, &c. 


We” SONG III. 


A Paſtoral Sung by Mrs. Chambers at Ranelagh, 


LY, fly to yon vale, other paſtimes purſue, 
My eyes and my tongue have determin'd 
thy fate ; 
This face and this ſhape are not deſtin'd for you, 
And former diſdain is now turn'd into you. 


Fly, Fly, &c. | 


SONG IV. 
Collin ard Phillis, a Dialogue. 


He. Ear Phillis, ſweet girl, be now kind to 
my pain, 

Nor ſuffer me longer to court you in vain, 
And I'll love you fincerely for ever. 

She. Ah Collin my heart was about to comply; 

But what my hope wiſhes, my fears will deny, 
J can never be yours. 

He. What never! 

She. No never, I ne'er can be yours. 

He. What never! 


He. 


. 


He. 


1 


He, Fie, my Phillis; how can you ſtill triſie with 
love ? 
Away with your fears, and my paſſion approve, 
When I tell you, I love you for ever. 
She. Fie Collin, how {till teaze me in vain, 
When I tell you before, and I tell you again, 
I can never be yours. 
He, What, never? 
She. No, never, I ne'er can be yours. 
Ee. Then adieu to all joy: my heart will ſoon 
break, 
If my Phillis denies what I fondly did ſeek; 
So can never be yours, no never. 
She. Then away with my doubts, I can fondly 
believe 
That Collin will never deceive 
That Collin will love me 
. For ever. 
— You never, ſure never will leave me ? 
He. No, never, 
$he. You never, ſure never will leave me? 
He. No never, no never will leave you. 


$ONG-V, 


J. 
WII AT, put off wich one denial, 


And not make a ſecond trial ; 
You might ſee my eyes conſenting ; ; 
All about me was relentin 
Woman oblig'd to dwell in farms. 
Forgive the youth who boldly ſtorms. 


II. Lovers, 


Fe rear, Mes - 
„ 


— — - 


— 
1 


1 
þ 
j! 
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II. 
Lovers, when you ſigh and languiſh; 
When you tell us of your anguiſh, 
To the nymph you'll be more pleaſing 
When thoſe ſorrows you are eaſing ; 
We love to try, how far men dare, 


And never with the foe ſhould ſpare. 


SONG VI. 
Air. Sung by Mr. Beard, in the Devil to Pay. 


He. AS ever man poſſeſt of ſo ſweet, fo 
kind a wife ? 
She. Dear fir, you make me proud; 
Be you but kind, q 
And you ſhall find 
All the good I can boaſt of. 
Shall end but with my life. 


He. Give me thy lips 
She. Firſt let me, dear fir, wipe em. 
He. Was e'er ſo ſweet a wife. 
She. Thank you, dear fir 
I vow and proteſt, 
I ne'er was ſo kiſs'd; 
Again, fir. 


2. Again, and again, my deareſt ; 
O, may it laſt for life. 
What joy thus to enfold thee! 

She, What pleaſure to behold thce 

| Inclin'd again to kiſs. 

He. How raviihing the bliſs, 

Se. I little thought this morning, 

1 would ci come to this. 


; SONG 


8 


3 9 


SONG VII. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, Cc. in the Devil to Pay. 
A IR. 
Lady. ET every face with ſmiles appear; 


Be Joy in ev'ry Breaſt; 
Since from a life of pain and care, 
We now are truly bleſt. 


S. John. May no remembrance of paſt time, 
Our preſent pleaſures fail. 
Be nought but mirth and joy to crime, 
And ſporting all our toil. 


Jeliſcu. I hope you'll give me leave to ſpeak, 
It I may be ſo bold: 
There's nought but the devil, and this 
good ſtrap, 
Could ever tame a ſcold. 


SONG VIII. * of 


A Hunting Fe ng, 


ARK away, 'tis the merry tun'd born 
« Calls the hunters all up in the mori.” ; 
To the hills and the woodlands we ſtecr, 
10 unharbour the out-lying deer. 
And all the day long, this, this is our ſong ;\ 
Still hollowing and following, fo frolick and 
free. | 
Our joys knows no bounds, while We're after 
the hounds, ; 
No mortals on earth, are fo happy as we. 


Round 


* 


| | 
* 
4 
2 
1 
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E 

Round the wood when we beat how we glow; 

While the hills they all eccho hillo ; 

With a bounce from the covert he flies, 

Then our ſhouts they reſound to the ſkies. 
And all the day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the valleys, or climb 
Up the health-breathing mountains ſublime, 
What joys from our labours we feel, 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 

And all the day long, &c. 


At night, when our labour 1s done, 
Then we will go hollowing home 
With a hollo, Rollo, and huzza, 
Reſolving to meet the next day. 


And all the day long, &c. 


SONG IX. 
Air. Sung by Mr. Beard, in the Chaplet. 
V O U fay at your feet, I wept with deſpair, 
And vow'd that no angel was ever fo fair; 


How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke, 
What we know of angels, I meant it in joke. 


I next ſtand indicted, for learning to love, 

And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove, 
1 have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar year, 
And uot yet contented, haye conſcience, my dear. 


SONG 


„ 
6 
» "4 
8 
; 
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* SONG. X. 
Lung by Mr. Beard, in the Chaplet, 


AIX. 
USH about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven 
the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the graſs ; 
The lover who talks of his ſuffering and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als. 


The wretch who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the mals, 

Whate'er the curmudging, may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckoned an aſs. 


The beau who ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd 
hair, 
An angel beholds in his glaſs ; 
And thinks with grimace, to ſubdue all the fair, 
May juſtly be reckon'd an as. 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Cræſus, the wealth to ſurpaſs ; 

And oft while he's wandering, my lady at hols: 
Claps the horns of an ox on an als, 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 


With forchoad well cover'd with brafs ; 


"Tho? he talks to no purpoſe, he grads You fees 


Then you, my good friend, are the ats l 
The formal phyſician, who knows e ery ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs. 
The ſick man, a-while may conkde in his kill, 
Put Death proves the doctor an aſs. 


Then 
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Then let us companions, be jovial and free; 


By turns, take the bottle and laſs: 


For he who his pleaſures, put's off for a day, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, &c. 


TONGA; 


Hunting Song. Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


ARK, the horns calls away, 

Come the grave, come the gay ; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


From the eaſt, breaks the morn ; 
See the ſun- beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the hills and the valleys reply. 
And tie hills, &c. 


Our forefathers fo good, 
Prov'd thar greatneſs of blood, 
By encount' ring the bear and the boar. 
Fra health bloom'd the face; 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 


Hence of nc}le a 
Hills and wilds v e frequent, 

When the boſom of nature's reveal'd. 
Though in hfe's buſy day, | 
Man of man ' s made a prey, 

Still let our's be the prey of the ficld. 


WI th 


Wi th 


6 

With the chace in full ſight; 

Gods, how great the delight! 

How our moral ſenſations refine. 
Whence 1s care, whence 1s fear, 
Like the winds in the rear, 

And the man loſt in ſomething divine. 


Now to horſe my brave boys, 
Lo, each pants for the Joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the 1 3 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures diſcount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


SONG XII. 
The Contradiction. Sung by Mr. Beard. 


Ear Betty fair, whoſe daily care, thy cleanly 
dairy clean'd ; 
By ſecret art, my youthful heart with warmth in- 
flam' 
But oh! bo pride, my ſuit deny'd, and ſcorn'd 
my ſoft affection. 


In vain I ſtrove, to win her love, for ſhe was 


contradiction. 

Tho? dull or fine, each morn' her kine I ſought 
around the mead ; 

Her poultry too, I give their due, and did her 
pigeons feed. 

[ try'd all day, each tender wav, my love to ber 
no reſtriction. 

Yet poor my care, to move the fair; ſhe {ill was 
contradiction, 


The 


"1 
i} 


1 
: 


(--$0-J 


The purblind boy, whole ſole employ, is gentle 
heart to pain, 

Now touch'd my ear, fond youth forbear, thy 
courtſhip's all in vain. 

Behold thy tongue, and glibly hung; yet not with 
truth, but fiction. 

Though now ſhe ſlight, you'll then delight, and 
pleaſe by contradiction, 

All in a trice, thy kind advice, from Cupid I pur- 


ſu'd; 
And told the fair, her haughty air, my paſſion had 
ſubdu'd. 


This ſudden change, ſne vow'd was ſtrange, and 
ſigh'd with ſel f- conviction. 

From church to bed, the maid is led, and charm'd 
by contradiction. 


SONG XIII. 
A Toaſt. Sung by Mr. Beard. 
HEN Bacchus, jolly god, invites 


The revet in the evening's rites, 
In vain his altar I ſurround, 
Tho' with Burgundian incenſe crown'd. 


Mo charms has wine without the laſs, 
To love pives reliſh to the glaſs; 
While all around in jocund glee, 

In brimers toaft their favourite the. 


Tho? every nymph my lips proclaim ; 
My heart Mill whiſper's Chloe's name 
And with me, by amorous ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs, is Chloe's health. 


SONG 


(14) 
SONG XIV. 


Britain's Glo x. 


I. 
1 i HE genius of Britain's triumphant once 
. more z 
Her thunder has frighted the American ſhore ; 
Attend my brave boy, while our deeds I rehearſe; 
« Such deeds was never recorded in verſe. 


ad II. 
Long penſive we ſet, dejected and low; 
nd The pity of friends, and the ſcorn of the foe; 
In bonds igno:minious,, till heaven thought fit, 
n'd The fox to unkennel, and give us a Pitr. 
III. 


Our warriors unfetter'd, had orders to fight; 
Jud the hon reſolved to do himſelf right. 
St. Malo's remembers his terrible roar; 
And the baſon of Cherburg's, a baſon no more. 


IV. 
Our cannon's unmuzzl'd, we're heard far and near, 
From the bay of St. Caſs, to the fall Nigare; 
in hot ſouthern climes; fame, blazon the ſtory, 
e reduc'd Senegal, and ſeiz'd upon Goree. 


Vo. 
„ Cape-Breton, the key of their new-found-out 
France, | | 
ur ſailors and ſoldiers have taught them a dance. 
he meaſure not pleaſing, nor caring to ſtay, 
hey ſurrender'd the town, and all danc'd away. 
N VI. 


(412) 
VI. 


Thus fluſh'd with ſucceſs, to Crown-Point march - 
edon; 


But when we came there, the heroes were gone; 


DO 
Themſelves to preſerve, and our ardour to check 


Theſe capering chiefs, danc'd on to Quebec. 


VII. 


Put true Britiſh courage, no dangers can fright ; 


Brave Saunders and Wolfe determin'd to fight. 
O'erlakes, rocks and rivers, theſe heroes advance, 
Deſpiſing tlie threats, and the bluſtre of France. 


| VIII. 
Made bold by deſpair, the French flood at bay; 
But our Highland's broad ſwords drove them 
quickly away. 


Sacra Dieu, they roar'd out, our monarch's undone, 
Theſe Britons are devils, ſo from them they run. 


IX. 


Let the proud trump of fame, theſe tidings convey 


* * . * O * 
Fo Louis the proud, that his troops in diſmay, 


Their laurels have yielded, our temples to deck; 


And his glory is loſt, as well as Quebec. 


SONG XV, 
| Sung in Lethe. 


E mortals whom fancy and troubles perplex; 

Whoſe folly miſguides, and infirmities vex; 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt, 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 


Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 
1 # Old 


erplex; 
es VEN; 
> bleſt; 
out reſi, 


* care. 
O10 


[23-7 
Old maids ſhall forget what they with for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they, cannot regain ; 
"The rake thall forget, how laſt night | he was cloy'ds 
And Chloe: again be with paſuon 0h a. 
Obey the glad i ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to ſorrow and care, 


agg Wie at one draught, may forget all Eher wa 
drench her poor Sol to forget h her gallants. 
Ide troubled 3 in mind, hall 9 $9 cheartul away. 
and yeſterday's wretch, be qui te happy do day. 
Obey the g. lad amn s, to Lethe repair; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


SNG XVI. 
bo 'S al Cov ent-Gat den 5 7 ef, nie #ainment of 2 
i alr, by Mr. Beard, 741 i/ (Hug EF C/ (1! Rei 


c & Officer 5 en Ly L Paul VV Miebe id, Lin; 
N for ry we're told, 
Ho our monarchs of old, 
Oer France 5 their royal domain; 


Zut no annals can ſew 
Their pride laid fo low, 
\; when brave George the ſecond did reign, 


Of Roman and Greek, 
Let fame no more ſpeak, 
How their armies the old world did ſubdue: 
Thro' the Nations around, 
Let our triumphs now ſound 
low Britons conquer'd the new, 


Eaft, weſt, north and ſouth, 
Our cannons loud mouth 
SG. Shall | 


+,4 


CS.) 


hall the right of our monarch maintain, 
On America's ſtrand, 
Amherſt limits the land; 

Boſcowen give law on the main. 


Each port and each town, 
We ſtill make our own 
Cape Breton, Crown Point, and Niagar, 
Guadaloupe, Senegal, 
Quebec's mighty fall, 
Shall prove we've no equal war. 


Tho' Conflans did boaſt, 
He'd conquer our coaſt, 

Our thunder ſoon made monſieur mute; 
Brave Hawk wing'd his way, 
Then Bounc'd on his pray, 

And gave them an Engliſh ſalute. 


At Minden ye know, 
How we conquer'd the foe, 
Which homeward their army now fteals ; 
Tho' they cry'd, Britiſh bands 
Are too hard for our hands, 
Begar we can beat them in heels. 


While our heroes from heme, 
For laurels now roam, | 


Our militia ſhall ſhew, 
No wooden-ſhoes foe, 
Can with freemen in battle compare, * 


Our fortunes and lives 
Our children and wives, 
To defend, is the time now or never ; 
Then let each volunteer, 
To Drum-head repair; 


King George and Old England for ever. 


Should the flat bottom boats but appear ; 


Con- 


a6 
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SONG XVII. 
CoRDEL1a, or Britiſn HEROIN, Mr. Lockman. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon at Vauxhall. 


Ordelia ſlumb'ring in the grove, 
While feather'd minſtrels warbled round, 

Her generous ſoul engroſs'd by love, 

Wak'd by the clarion's martial found, 
Spoke thus ſweet muſic to my ear, 

What ardour in my boſom glow, 
For dear Bellario mult be near, 

Arm'd to repulſe the invadipg foe. 

Arm'd to repulſe, &c. 


When this fam'd iſle, ſweet freedom's ſeat, 
Subject to Gallias hat'd ſway; 
Who cou'd our ſex's woes repeat, 
What tyrant laws muſt we obey. 
Change our religion in it's ſtead, 
A taudry harlot ſoon wou'd riſe ; 
Who thro? the land wou'd terror ſpread, 
And ſenſe and reaſon ſacrifice, 


Then ſubtle fryars, with amorous leer, 
Woul'd female conſcience enthral, 
To gain our ſecrets domineer ; 
Fine joke (indeed) to tell them all. 
TT hen perſecution's fiery face, 
With Rome's dull trump'ry wou'd ruſh in; 
Beads, relicks, jeſuits, quirks, grimace, 
Bulls, and indulgences for fin. _ 


Shall I, Bellario, not live free, 
But pine in a lone convent's gloom ; 
Not bleſt in Hymen's bands with thee ? 
Fate rather ſuatch me to the tomb! 


C 2 . b But 
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J did nt, and were was the il. | 
AR 


But then came the time of the race 
Ine ſquires and J great get ntlemensl? ; 


heir 4ervants ail dawb'd with geld lace, 
The haudſomeſt ever 1 ſaw. 


(17) 
He aſk'd me, at firſt I forbid it, 
Till feeling a tickliſh pain, 
I did it, and did it, and did it, 
Again, and again, and again. 


SONG XIX. 
A Prison Song. 


Elcome, welcome brother debtor, 
To this poor, but merry place ;. 

Where no bailiff, dun, nor ſetter, 

Dares to ſhew his frightful fice: 
But kind Sir, as you're a ſtranger, 

Down your garniſh you muit lay, 
Or your coat will be in danger, 

You mult either {rip or pay. 


Ne'er repine at your cor fine ment, 
From your children or your wif- ; 
Wiſdone tives in true reſignment 
Thro' the various ſcenes of life, 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, 
Tho' beneath the frowns of fate; 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 
Fears ard, cares attend the great. 


Tho' our creditors are ſpiteful, 
Ard reſtrain our bodies here, 
Uſe will make a goal delightful, 1 
Since there's nothing elſe to fear, 
Ev'ry iſland's but a priſon, 
Strongly guarded by the ſea ; 
Kings and princes, for that reaſon, 
Pris'ness are as well as we. 


C 3 


(+18--) 
What made the great Alexander, 
Weep at his unfriendly fate! 
Tas bec:uſe he could not wander 
Beyord this wcoria's ſtrong priſon gate: 
For the world is alſo bo unded 
By the heav'ns and ſtars above; 
Wy ihc 0 d we then be confounded, 
dince there's nothing free but Jove. 


SONG XX. 


Srrg by Miß, Stevenſon, 


[21 3 N laſt we parted on the plain, 
ond Damon ſeem'd full joth to go: 


He kiſs'd, and ſaid, that ſoon again 

He'd come, and would not leave me ſo, 
For that, ſays he, the time is near, 

And then, my love, I do deſigu, 
It is the lait diy in the year, 

Jo come and be your valentine, 


I wiſt'd the tedious hours to fly, 

Ard long'd the look?d for day to ſee; 
And as the time then grew fo nigh, 

Hew bieit, thought I, will Nancy be. 
Ihe morning came, and at my door, 

I heard a voice, that ſaid, inclire, 
For once, d-ar girl, if never more, 

To rite and ſce your valentine. 


A thouſard fears diſturb'd my mind, 
"Twas Tnyrſis there in Pamons fiend, 
I thought my youth was quite unkind, 
Nor knew what ſhould be done, or taid; 
1 khop'd it could not be a ſin, 
In b te to Damon, now not mine; 
I let tbe E inder T hyrfi: s in, 
nd was that thephers? s valentine. 


Foy 


(19) 
Nor what I did I now repent, 
For fickle Damon, as ſoon as light, 
To Lucy on that morning went, 
Nor vas been ſince from out her ſight; 
And Thyrſis, late but helf-lov'd ſwan, 
[s now both all, avd oniy mine; 
L bleſs the time that once was pain, 
tie came to be my valentine. 


SONG XXI. 
A Song in Lethe. 


II E card invites in crowds to fly, 
To join the jovial rout full cry, 

W nat joy fro n cares and plagues all day; 

Jo hye to the midnight hark away. 


Nor want, nor pain, nor grief, nor care, 
Nor droniſh huſbids enter there; 

The briſk, the bold, the young, tae gay, 
All hye to the midnight hark away. 


Uncounted ſtrikes the morning clock, 
Ard drowſy watchman idly knocs, 
Till Gay lioh! * . port And play, 
And roar the july & away, 


When $r2d with ſport to bed we Creep, 
And til; the tedivus day with fler 
To-morrow welcome call cbzy, 

And again to midnight hark away. 


— 1 — — — — — 
— r — — 


(20) 


SONG XXIL 


F all the occupations, 
A toper's far the beſt ; 


For when the world's aFiirs run croſs, 
Good liquor gives him reſt, 
And a topirg, we will go, &c. 


Here's to thee, honefl Jack, my boy, 
This wine will chear each heart; 
And if the bottle's almoſt ont, 
We'll have the other quart. 


What tho' the ſober ſneakers 
Call jolly topers, ſwine, 

Becauſe they wallow in the dirt, 
And we do ſwim in wine. 


The muſic that delights us moſt, 
Is when the bar-bell rings. 

For when the wine gets in our head, 
We fancy that we are kings. 


Good liquor drives away all care, 
W hich do perplex men's lives ; 

For when we have drank cur courage up, 
We fear no fcolding wives. 


We drink at morn', at noon, at night, 
The glaſs ſhall till go round; 

And wien we cannot fit upright, 
We'll drink upon the ground, 


See how the ſhining ſparkles riſe 
When you fill your glaſſes high ;- 


Tho? gonty pains attack our limbs, 


We'll drink untill we die. 


SONG 
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Hier ſummons is cruel, her miles arc a gare. 


F.y ſar, &s, 
Jure nature zuis never averie t delight, 
Wen picitare is preſent, fear ſoon takes his 
ſlig! ht. 
;oud nymph, if by kindneſs you ſcorn to be 
warm'd, 
Remember that Venus her Cupid has armed. 
Proud ny aiph, &c. | 


1 
fear not his vengence, bis bow or bio darts, 
Po 


E e, dus ily that ſoftirs our hearts? 
Put Virtue's the ſhield thoſe hearts c3n a Conte \ 
Ard pafſ 4205 a ſickneſs diſcretion may cure; 

Put virtuz's, &c. He 


2 7 
IJ 


Diſcretion way Venus would laugh at the name, 

It once in your boſom the kindles:a fl. me; 

In ſpite of yourſelf you d hie to the grove, N 

For reaſou can't ſtrugle with nature and! love 
Ja ſpite of your ell, K. „ "of 


_ * 


She. 


adnaenaibe - - <veownpnoon- _ 
- 2. Ai ALEERY . 
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She. Go leave me deceiver, let reaſon prevail, 
Againſt nature and paſſion let turn the ſcale, 
Nay tray tor forbear, I to honour and fear, 
He. Nay faireſt be kinder, to love I am a ſlave, 0 
Nay faireſt be kinder, &c. ? 
N 
SONG XXIV. B 
A fond Shepherd, . 
H E fine brims, who of late were ſo dreſt, : 
Who each night along Fleet-ſtrect did ſtray ; F. 
By reformers and patroles diſtreſs'd, F. 
| Are oblig'd to keep out of the way. O 
Alas! cries a chandler in fear, w 
| At this rate I ſhall loſe every ſcore ; Ot 
There's my neighbour for ſmall- coal and beer, Tc 
Owes me twenty good ſhillings and more. Th 
Tun 


Muſt the ſmocks at the pawnbroker's laid, 
With the punch - bowls and tea · cupss ſcarce flaw'd, Mr 
a 


Be all ſold, *cauſe the coal is not paid; * 
Forbid it each ſtrumpet and baw'd. Ode 
Shall the bloods of the Temple renown'd, | To, 
F'er reform'd their old paſtime deride, _ No 
Shall juſtice in Bow-ſtreet be found; Thr 
Or ſhall honeſty near him reſide. No 

2 But 

SONG XXV. N 


A REForMaATICN, 


E brimſtones of Drury and Exeter-ſtreet, 
Ve Froes of the Strand, and ye Molls near the 


5 Fleet. | | 
Whoſe ſoft tender hearts have by men been betriy'd 
And from virtue, tho**painR inclination have ſtray' d.. An 
+ 6.53% 
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(23) 


Obey the glad ſummons and quickly repair 


—ʒZ— — x ho 


'To F '; new ware houſt for crackt earthen-ware., 


Then Nancy no more ſhall be knapt for her gown, 
Nor tempted to do naughty tricks for a crown, 
No more by a fulſome old baud be oppreſo'd; 

But there—if ſhe can may for ever live chaſte, 
Obey then the ſummons, and quickly repair, 

To, &c. 


From the luſcious tit-bit to the bouncing jack whore, 
From the bunter in rags to the gay pampadour ; 
Chaſte F g invites ye, O give him applauſe, 
Who loſt both his“ * ® in fair Venus's cauſe, 


Obey then the ſummons and qucikly repair, 
I'S; -&6;--: 


There Suſan and Kitty ſhall ceaſe to bewail, 
Tne woſfol effects of diſeaſes vitail, 
d. And ſtart from their vice and inquiry free; 

2 Lv ſoon be as honeſl—O F=—g—as thee. 


Obey then the ſummons, and quickly repzir, 
Jo, &Cc. | 


No longer by night fhall each dragle- tail trull, 
Thro' hail, rain and fnow, to pick up a cull; 
No longer in curſing and blaſtirg delight, 
But there on their knees pray devoutly each night, 
) F=—=; ! when this can be done I declare, 

ou deſerve a reward ſor your paſtoral care. 


SONG XXVI The WIe n. 

X 7 HEN 1 trees are all bare, not a leaf to be 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt: 
{hen nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt. 


While 
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( 24 
While the peaſant ina@ire ſtands ſhiv' ring with colds 
As bleak the winds northerly blow, 
And the Se . lock run for caſe to the ſold, 
With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow, 


In the yard when the cattle are fodder? with ſtraw, 
And tdey fend ferth their Grew tt like: a ſte m; 
Ard the neat Ic z0K1Ng dai y- 'Q foes tho n uſt ta v 

Fiikes of ice that he finds 10 the cream. 


When the feet country-mat den) es freſh as the roſe, 


As ſhe carele hy trip. „often {lizes, 
And the ruſticks Hugh lous, if by falling Tie ſhows 
All the charms that lier modeſty hidts. 


ma. 


When the lads 3 and the II ſſes for company jain'd, 
In a crovd round d.the embers ate met, 

Talk of fairtes and witches that rice or the wind, 
And of ghoſis till th hy "re all in a ſweat. 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lo 
With the nympA whom I love and 2Emire, 
Waile the icicles hang from the eaves of my cot, 

4 may thather in lafety repir: | 


Where in neatneſs and quiet, ard f free Is ſurpriſe, 
We may live ard no | areth: Ps encure : 


Nor feel any turbo! ent paſſions # riſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


SONG I. 
The new LILLY-BULLERO, ro the Old Tune, on tbe 
threatened PETTY. an fr O France. 
& > +4 


By Ar. Lockman. 1 


HE French are a coming, as e ſav, 

Lihy bullero, bullen a la. 

Watt over our herring-pond force their mad way; 3 
| Lilly bullero, bullen a la. 
Rodney! 
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625 
Rodney ! graſp our naval thunders, 
Dart them at the ſaucy foe ; 
Their flat bottom boats batter, 
Their ſhips of war ſhatter, 
And fink them as the center low. 


Excited by Perkin, ſome came here to ſpy, 
| Lilly bullero, bullen a la. 
Beheld our rich products with ravenous eye, 
| Lilly buliero, bullen a la. 

Theſe were not made for invaders, 
(Slaves who bow to Rome the knee; 

But for Britons hearty, 

Now all of a party, 
Hating ſoup- maigre, and tyranny. 


Cou'd the Monſiers prevail, what dire havock were 
here; Lilly bullero, bullen a la. 
A ſtrange metamorphoſis ſoon would appear; 
Lilly bullero, bullen a I. 
Half ſtarv'd crouds, in wooden ſhoes ſkating, 
Gibbets erected our faith to deſtroy. 
Pale nuns thro' gates peeping, 
Sighing and weeping, | 
Mad after man, they muſt never erjoy. 


But take it for granted, ſome Frenchmen might land, 
Lilly bullero, bullen a la. 
What wou'd their fate be, when on our ſtrand ? 
L.ilhy bullero, bullen a la. 
Hunted down by our new militia, 
Soon they'd ſad peccavi cry. 
To ſome wooden ſaint mutter, 
Curſe Morbleu, and ſplutter, 
As on their backs they'd ſprawling lie. 
? D When 


** 1 


— —— 


( 26 ) 
When Pharoah purſued Iſrael in the red ſea, 
Lilly bullero, bullen a la. 
O'er whelm'd were his hoſt, and drowned was he, 
Lilly bullero, bullen a la. 
Mounſieurs! the like doom may await ye, 
Shou'd ye our Britiſh lyon provoke; 
Your bouncing Armada, 
My prove Gaſconnaea, 
And your grand prcject vaniſh in ſacke. 


SONG XXVIII. 


Te Rosk, ſet to Mufick by Mr. Cuſhin, ſung at 
the new Theatre in Dublin. 


AIRES T of the female kind, 
Of worth poſſeſs'd, and beauty join'd 
Forgive the bard, who rudely ſings, 
A ſubject worthy Phœbus ſtrings, 
Forg! ve, &c. 


Amorgſt a bed of daiſies py'd, 
As once I wancer'd, I eſpy'd, 
A roſe, ſweet flower, worthy fame, 
So like my deareſt fair one's name. 


A while I gaz'd, but ſoon it's head, 
I pluck'd from off its dainty bed; 
Long time it to my lips I preſs'd, 
Then bid it grace my roſe's breaſt. 


Thrice happy flower, doom'd to blow, 
Under that breaſt more white than ſnow ; 
And there beneath thoſe eyes to live, 
Which death alone to others give. 


SONG 
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New Sorg. 


O ME Damon, come, On! kite away, 
Now youthful ſpring appears; 

And Phoebus with refu.yent ray, 

Relenting nature cheers. 
See verdant Ilaveris, the fiele and bow're, 

By genial warmcn reſtor'd; 
Whilſt ſaft refreſhing verdent mov. 13 

Their friend:y aid afford. 


Their friendly, &c. 


As when worn down witz toil and cares, 
We gentle ſleep requires; 

Indu'gent ſleep our wants pairs, 
And does new life infpire : 

So winter's froſts are chas'd away, 
By Sol's enliv'ning pow'r ; 

Which kindly o'er all nature ſtrays, 
Revives each plant and flower, 


The primroſe ſweet, and cow!l'p too, 
Bedeck the lovely green; 

Where e'er we turn and t:ke a view, 
Kind nature's ſmiles are ſeen: 

In wanton play the ſportive lambe, 
On meadows friſk it o'er ; 

Or feeding with their bleating dams, 

Their choiceſt graſs explore, | 


The whiſtling thraſh with pleaſing note, 
Now welcomes in the morn ; ; 
And gaily {wells his tuneful throat, 
This ſeaſon to adorn. 


D 2 Seon 
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(28 ) 
Soon as the ſun begins to riſe, 
The warbling laiks repair, 
And ſoa ring mount to diſtant fkies, 
And ſport in ficids of air. 


Midſt lonely woods and filent bow'rs, 
Wen fol in weſt retreats; 

In pla intive notes, poor Philomel, 
Her ev'ning tale repeats : 

Then we'll together ev'ry day, 
O'er flo v' ry meadows rove; 

Or whilſt ſoft gentle zephyrs play, 
Frequent the ſhady grove. 


There we will tell ſoft tales of love, 
There Cupid's force I' own ; 

Iavoke each gentle power above, 
My bl.fs with thee to crowa: 

As from each harm the careful ſwaine, 
Secure their flatcy care; 

So will kind heav'n While liſe remains, 
Preſerve a faithful pair, 


SONG XXX. 


Of the Hills London, te the Tune of Straw- 
berry Hill. 


OME cry up famous Dowgate-hill, 
For Curnnill ſome declare; 

dome ſay with Fiſh-ſtreet-hill 

No durg-bill can compare: 
Bat fk the brims of London town, 

Wo knows the hills full well; 
If Luggate-hill, if Ludgate-hill, 

YLont bear away the bell. 

Moll 


oll 


| 
(29) 
Moll loves to tramp over Towe:-h'l!, 
With Jack her ſun-burnt mate ; 
And Nan prefers St. Mary-hul, 
Cauſe near to Billingſgate: 
But neither of the famous hills, 
If blear-ey'd Sue can tell, 
From Ludgate-hill, from Ludgate-hill, 
Dont bear away the bell. 


Let Southwark boaſt St. Margeret's-hill, 
With ſeſſions houſe fo trim; 
Or Clerkenwell, or Saftcon-hill, 
With many a bunt and brim : 
But aſk the bullies, bawds, and whores, 
Who muſt in vice excel, 
If Ludgate-hill, if Ludgate kill 
In vice don't bear the bell. 6 


Since W e ſung of Strawberry-hil!, 
And other hills all round ; 

There is not a hill among them all, 
That dos his praiſe reſound: 

Ah, peace be to his ſlummery, 
I wiſh him vaſtly well; 

But Ludgate-hill, but Ludgate-hill 
Shall ever hear the bell, 


Great Maclane went up Holborn Hill, 
As Shepherd did of yore, 

As many have done before and ſince, 
As {5 will thouſands more. 

Down Scwow-hill, fo. up Holbeerns-hill, 
While tolls St. Pulcher's bell; 

Such heroes go, in diſmal woe, 
To bid the world farwell. 


D 3 SON G& 
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SONG XXXI. 
Sung to the Tune of Kitty Brautiſal and Toaung. 


H how I dat on that dear face, 
The young Strephon cries, 
Where every Charm and every grace, 
Commands a thouſand fighs ; 
Way ſtould thy ſmiles ſuch joy 1mpart ; 
Thy frowrs ſuch anguiſh give; 
Oh (peak and es ſe my tortur'd heart, 
For on thy ſmiles I live. - 


To Celia thus the ſhepherd ſpoke, 
When thus the nymph replies ; 

is all a farce, tis ail a joke, 
read it in your eyes: 

Ceaſe Strephon, cesſe thy flatring wiles, 
And prithee be at quiet ; 

My gentle looks and dimpled ſmiles, 
Wou'd prove but ſlender diet. 


SONG XXXII. 
The FRANK. 


F HERE was a grave pru de, and her ears way 
"# chaſle ; 


171 lay on my word, I cant vouch for the reſt ; 
She would make a wry face, and be ſure to cry fy, 
In a word ite taught ever ſo little awry. 


To a member cf parliament ſhe was a firſt-covzen, 
Ard ſhe uſed to plague him for frznks by tie dozens 
Tal one day a very large packet there came, 
And he wrete a bad word inſtead of his name. 
| This 
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This word you may ſee on many a wall, 
Sometimes wrote with chalk, and ſometimes with 
charcoal; 
Upon many a window, and many a door, 
But never, I think, frank'd a letter before. 


This prude being hurried in writing one day, 

She took up a frank and ſent it away ; 

But the thing did not ſcape the poſt-man's inſpection, 
Tho the firſt time he had ſeen it thus under direction. 


He ftept to the door, and he call'd to the maid, 
And ſmiling around his broad face to her ſaid ; 

My reſpeQts to your miſtreſs, but pray let her know, 
] am furry, but this member's franks will not go. 


Now ladies take warning by this hiſtory, 

Examine your franks, left they ſhou'd be too free ; 
May your letters bring honour, but never bring ſhame; 
May they never be frank'd with ſorougha nick-· name. 


SONG -XXXIHTI. 
Verſes ſaid to have been fluck up in ſcueral Places at 
: Verlailles, 
Ateaux, plats a vendre; 
Soldats, a louer; 

Miniſtres, a pendre; 
Generaux, a rouer; 
O France! le ſexe femelle 
Fit tonjours ton deſtin ; 
Ton bonheur vient d'une pucelle ; 
Ton malbeur vient d'une calin. 


Flat bottom'd boats to ſell; 
"Theſe ſoldier:—hire who will; 
Some ſtateſmen to be hang'd ; 
Some generals for the wheel. 
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O France! a maid, it's true, 
Once made thy bliſs complcat ; 
And by a female now, 

Thy miſery how great ! 


SONG XXXIV. 


A French Song paraphraſed by a couniry Parſon, 


" T Nwieldy boats, all flat at bottom; 
Troops only fit to guard the Pope ; 
Stateſmen and generals, G—d rot'em, 
Deſerving well the wheel and rope. 


Such are thy powers, Oh monarch gallic, 


And ſuch the bull-works of our ſtate; 
While ſpite of conſtitution falic, 
A woman ſtill decides our fate. 


Once by a virgin's arm ſupported, | 
Our drooping genious rear'd his front; 
But now with deſtinies ill ſorted, 
Sinks into a harlot's fye upon it 


SONG XXXV. 


In Praifs of the Subſcriptien for Soldiers for the County 
of Middlctox and City of London. 


32 forward proud Norfolk, with inſolent boaſt, 

Diſplay for militias the plan; 

For better, our ſelves, we con ſhield Briton's coaſt, 
While we promiſe our ive-pounds a2 man. 


Let all other countrys, ſo ready for arms, 
A militia's poor ſervices ſcan 
They cannot, like us, be preſerv'd from alarme, 
When we offer our five pounds a man. 
8 
The 
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The daſtardly Frenchmen, from Detengen's fields, 


Had never ſo cowardly ran; 
Had never been taught to our valour to yield, 
Had they given but their five pounds a man. 


Such preſents, my boys, ſoon our battles will end, 
And crown what we have ſo nobly began, 

Yes, yes, he will forever ſhine Briton's friend, 
Who ſtick to a five pounds a man. 


Yes, bold o'er the ocean we'll dauntleſs advance, 
And to the world give the law if we can: 
Come on then, brave ſouls, and we'll make nothing 
of France, 
S nce we fly with our five pounds a man. 


SONG XXXVI. 
To the Right Honourable W. PitT, Eſq; 
By RANGER. 


ROWN not, good Sir, when you behold, . 
Theſe artleſs numbers, which unfold, 
To you my heart ſincere : 
Guarded by truth, and nature too, 1 
I wril to laſh, or praiſe when due, . 
And nothing earthly fear. | 
6 
| 


Conceive me, Sir, no ſycophant; 
No boon aſk, no penſion want, 
Nor write to ſhew my wit : 
But while your worth, ſo known to fame, 
Men ſing, and children liſp your name, 
Why ſhould I filent fit. 


Were you like ſome, who rul'd this land, 
Rather then take my pen in hand, 
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In praiſe of thee to write : 
To ſee ſome god deal forth a blow, 
That hurl'd you to the realms below, 
Would be my chief delight. 


But from the good you have done, 

M ortals beho!d you as the ſun, 
From you ſuch comforts grows 

Beneath thy fteady portrait wing, 

And under George our glorious King, 
Brave liberty flows. 


O may the powers that gave tree birth, 
And fram'd thy foul cf fo much worth, 
For us thy Vife prolong : 
So Pitt, true friend to liberty, 
By millions join'd, my toaſt Fall be, 
And burden of my ſong. | 
Flone/} RANGER. 


SONG XXXNXVII. 
Lung in High Life Belrw Stairs, by Mrs, Clive. 


Ome here fellow ſervant and liſten unto me, 
I'll how you how thoſe of ſuperior degree, 
Are only dependents no hetter than we: 
Both high and low in this degree, 
Tis here fellow ſervant, 
And there fellow ſervant, 
And all in liberty, 


See yonder fine ſpark, in embroidery dreſt. 
Who bows to the great, and if they ſmite is bleſt, 
What is he? I faith but a ſervant at beſt: 

Both high, &c, 


Nature 
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Nature made all alike, no diſtinction ſhe craves, 
So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its knaves, 


For we are all ſervants, and they are all ſlaves : 
Both high, &c, 


The fat ſhining glutton, looks up to the ſhelf, 

The wrinkled lean miſer, bows down to his pelf, 

And the curl'd-pol'd beau is a ſlave to himſelf: 
Both high, &c. 


The gay ſparkling belle, who the whole town alarms, 


And with eyes, lips, and neck, ſets the ſmarts all in 
arms, 


Is a vaſſal herſelf, a meer drudge to her charms : 
Both high, &c. 


Then we'll drink like our betters, and Jaugh, ſing 
and love, 
And when ſick of one place, to another we will move, 
For with little and great, the beſt joy is to rove : 
Both high, &c. 


SONG XXXVIII. 
The Buckinghamfhire Militia: A BALLAD. 


UR country now calls my brave boys to arms, 
() Hark, hark all around us ſpread the alarms ; 
Taen rank yourſelves quick in militia aray, 

Each heart of oak burns to the marching away. 


Derry down, &c. 


Vour leaders already, accoutred you ſee; 
Who under ſuch leaders, would not wiſh to be; 
With your neighbours and friends, then boldly advance 
To teach ſaucy Frenchmen, the true Engliſh dance. 
Derry down, &c. 
What 
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What tho' you ſhould leave your wife and children 
behind, 
To your children and wife, your friends will be kind; 
Who would not aſſiſtance moſt chearfully lend, 


To men who their country ſo bravely defend. 
Derry down, &c. 


Our Henrys and Edwards, whoſe heroes of old, 

Of whoſe mighty feats many wonders are told, 

With troops ſuch as theſe, archiev'd all their fame, 

And cover'd the French with confuſion and ſhame, 
Derry down, &c. 


With troops ſuch as theſe we guarded our coaſt, 
When Spain's proud armada was vanquiih'd and loſt; 
No flat-bottom veſſals will dare to come near, 
If they ſee on the beach the militia appear. 

Derry down, &c, 


Or ſhould they ſteal over, and land in the night, 
When they ſee us next morning, they'll run and 
not fight; | [true, 
Like Frenchmen they'll run, and like Engliſhmen 
With havock and ſlaughter we'll warmly purſue. 
Derry down, &c. 


On the land's utmoſt verge, your ardour reſtrain, 
In queſt or purſuit you can ne'er croſs the main; 
Our kings and our country, contented will be, 
When headlong we drive them but into the ſea. 

g Derry down, &c. 


We'll teach the gay monſieurs, if once we aſfault, 
How weak is their grape, if compar'd with our malt; 
Roaſt beef, and plumb pudding, true valour inſpire, 
Ragout's only flaſhy; and volatile fire, 
Derry down, &c. 
From 
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From Norfolk forth iſſues, a brave warlike train, 

The patriots and Heroes of great George's reizn ; 5 

As a bounteous reward to theſe guards of our iſle, ; 

The king condeſcended to ſee them and ſmile. 1 
Derry down, &. 


Then gallantly let us all gird on the ſword, 
Be George prince of Wales, and old England the 
word ; p 
Wooden ſhoes, and French chairs, we'll neverendure, 
A truſty militia, the land ſhall izcure. 
Derry down, &. 


But wby do we ſee, in contempt of our laws, 


'D-lays and neglects, when ſo glorious the cauſe ; 


Had, early as order'd, each country been arm'd, 
The Frenchmen had cot bullied, nor we been alarm'd. 
Derry down, &c., 


* SON G XXXIX. 
Ia the 24 Ad Oroonoko, e Muſic by Mr. Stanley. 


Air by a Man (Ar. Champneſs.) 
Ome let us be gay, to repine is in vain, 
When our loſs we've forgot, what we looſe we 
regain ; 
Our toils with the day, are all ended at laſt, 
Let us drown with the preſent, all thoughts of the 
paſt; 
All the Tone commit to the powers above; 
Come give me a {mile as an earnelt of love, 
[ Addreſſing himſelf to @ woman. 


Air by a Weman. (Mrs. Young.) 
Ah! no=it will not, cannot be, 
Love, love and joy muſt Rill be free; 
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The toils of day, indeed, are paſt, 

And gentle evening's come at laſt; 

But gentle evening comes in vain, 

To ſooth the live from fence and pain. 
In vain the ſong and dance invite, 

To loſz reflection in delight; 

Thy voice, tby anxious heart belies ; 

F read thy bordage in thine eyes. 

Does not thine heart with mine agree ? 


Man. Vece, love and joy muſt both be free. 


Vom Mutt both be free? for both diſdain, 
The founding, ſcourge and galling chain. 
Man. Tis true alas, they both diſdain, 
The ſounding ſcourge and galling chain, 
Both. Love, love and joy muſt both be free, 
They live rot but with liberty. 
One of the men comes firxard with a calla- 


baſo and offers it. * 


Air by the ſecond Man. (Mi. Reinhold.) 
Come forget the cares that vex- ye, 
Drink and nothirg can perplex ye, 
Anxious thoughts «t once ſhall Jeave-ye, 
Doubler, drink, and you'll believe me. 

[ They drink. 


SONG XL 
On the Lincolnſoire Militia, by Wheatly. 


E ſons of Brittannia, attune dulcet lays, 
For what's more beſettipg a ſonneter's praiſe, 
Than the theme I aſſume— tis a debt juſtly due, 
To immortalize thoſe who immortalize you. 


I mean the militia, fair friſtling of wit, 
Support of our freedom, projected by Pitt; 


A 
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A plan ſo approv'd by unprejudiced men, 
Applauded till echo 2. »plauds him again, 


Here people of property march ſword in hand, 

T's protect their king's right, and defend their own 
land : 

And with rapture we view ſmiling commerce alive, 

Waile the ſpirit of Britiſh forefathers revive. 


Behold noble Scarborough advance at the head, 
Of the Lincolaſhire lads, who no danger do dread; 
Let Thurot's paltroons fail diſmay'd in the duſt, 
At the warl:ke appearance of Diſhwood and Cult. 


See Piikington, Liſter, each father and ſon, 
Wao panting for glory, to perils all run, 
With Cald'cut brave, Maftirgherd and ſtout Wills, 


For tie Mounſicurs prepar'd with their pondrous 
pills. 


There bold Blackenbury, and dauntleſs young Coats, 
Will drive their gaſcons to their flat- bottom'd boats, 
As fearleſs is Turnel, and good natur'd Welt, 
And Amcots and Glover as brave as the beſt, 


To face the invaders, reſolv'd to a man, 

To fight and defeat every ſcheme of Conflan ; 

Like herces they march'd, from their homes with- 
out f-ar ; 

By all men belov'd, to their country how dear. 


Undaunted they'}ltandatgrim death's gaping gulph, 
Recorded in annals victorious as Wolf; 

To Pitt and his ſchemes then ye Priton's give ſame, 
Till the ſy ſtall reverbrate the joy! ful acclaim. 
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SONG XLI. 


Sang at Dublin, to the Tune of Britannia. 
laſt Verſes by a Quaker, 


Ritannia, aloud rejoice, 
Since heav'n declates for thee ; 
Let conqusſt ſwell thy voice, 
With chearful harmony: 
Your gallant ſons, and firm allies, 
Now raiſe your glory to the ſkies, 


From Minden plains, hence fam'd, 
'The-haughty focs are Chas'd ; 
Their beaſted numbers {tam'd, 
Their Luces all defac'd; 
For Briton's ſons, and Ferdinard, 
Have ſlain the flower of gallic land. 


Their fects whole mocns delay'd, 
Ignobly ſnun the fight; 
As Vainly they'd invade 
_ Our nav 2] force by night ; 
Put all their wiles cou'd not deceive 
Boſcawen vigilent as brave. 


G:uls univerſal ſway, 

Long fought thro? tides of blood, 

Subvertec feeis decay, 

While Britons rule the flood: 
Our plunder'd forts and lands reſtor'd, 
By Johnſon's and by Amherit's ſword, 


Canada's vaſt corfines, 
Own thy ſuperior might; 
Nor limits now, nor lines, 
Need aſcertain thy right; 


— 


For 
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! 
For gallant Wolf, we drop a tear, — 
His fame, fair Quebec, well revere. . 


But if applauſe is due, | 

To chiefs by ſea and land; 

How much, 0 Pitt, to you, 

Who theſe juſt meaſures pian'd ; 
Who Britor's genious did ordain, 
T'add luſtre to great George's name. 


By truth and valour led, 
What foes can Britons fear ; 
And gracious George, her head, 
What verdant laurels wear : 

For golden Sol cannot ſurvey, 

A clime but owns Eritannia's ſway, 


Srateſul to heav'n give praiſe, 
Set the oppreſſed free; 
Where e'er Sol ſhines his rays, 
Spread right and liberty, 
Fo nations rot ſo bleſo'd eas we; 
Reſcue even France from ſlavery. 


SONG XLII. 
An AEnigmalical Song. 


USTC has charms, and ſo have I, 
Jo lend care wings, and make it fly; 
And yet I muſt confels : 
From gocal I have not my name, 
To infrumental I heve no claim, 
But am muſic nc'er the leſs. _ 


The good old Orpheus, poets feign, 
With his melodious tunefui ſtrain, 
*Brutes after him could bring, 
f ID 3 Mcelo- 
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Melodious his: but what are mine, 
Which are ſo ſweet, and which is mine, 
Can really do the thing. 


With one hint more, my name [ pray, 

The ladies dont, and why ſhould they, 
Ever captivate this art; 

What can, enrich'd by beauty's gems, 

Make lordly Men, dance after them, 
And captivate each heart, 


i SONG XLII. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe and Miſs Lompe. 


OW the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betley is my charming bride, 
Ring the bells, fill the bowl, 

Revel all without controul : 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet, 

Who ſo bleſt as Collinet ? 


Now adien to maiden arts, 
Angling for unregarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys; 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 

Boys as ſweet as Collinct. 


The ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 

Now my p'enteous barn adorn ; 

Tho? I've deck'd my myrtle bow*rs, * 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flowers; 

Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 

Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho on Sundays was ſeen, 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 
1 ; | Tho 


! 
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Tho? fix ſweet chearts daily ſtrove, 5 | 
'To ceſerve thy Betſy's love ; | 
Them I quit without regret, 
_ All my Joys in Colinet. 


Strike up then the ruſtick lay, - __ 
Crown with {ports our bridal day 5 
May each laſs a miltreſs find, 

Like my Betty fair and kind; 
And each laſs a huſbind get, 

Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, ; 
Revel all without controul ; ö 
May the ſun never riſe or ſet, g 
But with joy to happy Bet, 
And her taithful Colinet. 


SONG XLIV. Orthe French Inva/ion. 


Ritons with courage advance, 
Strike home on this preſe=t occaſion ; ; 

Reverge your wrongs on France, 
Which threatens you with invaſion; 
But, monſieurs, come if you dare, 
By gar we wil: handte you cleverly, 
And teach you with Engliſh bon-air, 
The dance of old 3 de coverley, 


Young Roger has left his plow, 

And now he 1s plowing the ocean, 

John is a gentleman now, 

A ſoldier, awsy to promotion, 

The flail for the {word be's forſworn, 
And now he is for cutting and ſlaſhing; 
Inſtead of thrathing of corn, 
Frenchmen' he is for thraſhing, 


W hilt. 
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W hilt country Will, a brave blood, 

As ever his country liſts on; 

Swears zookers it ne'er ſhall be ſaid, 
That monſieur had bullied Great Briton, 
You zoop meagre ſlaves come away, 
Ard leave off your gaſconading; 

We'll zhow you our welt-country play, 
And zoon make you zick of invading. 


Our Yorkſhire lads, loyal ard true, 

No better e'er. belted in Jeather ; 

For their king and their country vow, 
They'll all conquer or all die togetrer : 
The front in the battles array, 

They crave as the molt honour'd ſtation, 
To victory they'll lead you away, 

To monſieur's mortiſication. 


The ancient bold Britons of Wales, 
There's Morgan the cock of Carnarvon ; 
And taffy ſwears ſplutter and nails, 

For a while farwel to Carmarthen : 
Hur's ready with a ſword and a gun, 

To give to monſisurs the meeting 

Hur laſt drop of blood ſhall run, 

Hur'll die beſore hur be beaten. 


Quoth ſawney, if I ſtay at heame, 

May the curſe of my country befa me ; 
Say Jockey, if thou gong alean, 

May the worſt devil fcrot me and claw me: 
For our kirk, king and country we'll fight, 
So long as fighting's the faſhion ; 

The thiſtle and roſe ſhall unite, 

To give Monſieur the thraſhing, 
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Hark over the hills far away, 
The merry bag-pipes are a lilting ; 
The highland 1:0s bonny and gay, 
Are run for the ſhore of Tilting : 
To the new weſtern world they rebound, 
Ne'er deel nor deep ſea can fright'em ; 
Wherever the French can be found, 
Witi a hearty good-will they will fight 'em. 


Now monfieurs make node bay, 

King George and his britons will gou; 

At landing by night cr by day, 

We all will moſt heartily treat you, 

We've lodgings, tho? none of the beſt, 

For the few, whom good fortune may favour, 
Ard graves, where to bury the reſt, 

That die of the hard dumpling feaver. 


SONG XLV. 
A Copy of Verſes from Paris. 


INCE to heaven and Pitt, 
We are obl:g'd to ſubmit, 
Wicn the loſs of our men ard ſea forces ; 
To the world be it known, 
As impartial we're grown, 
Of our war where the damnable fares, 


Diviſions in ſtate, 
All noiſe and debate, 
Of whom that inſlaves our grand mother , 
Be druok every night, 
Reſolving Britons to fight, 
But leaves us to feel the diſaſter. 


Our 
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Our credit and trade, 
Being loſt and decay'd, 
Gives gripes to our paultry commanders; 
Who ſtreck in each creek, 
Ard fly as from Nick, 
From Hawke, Boſcawen, and Saunders, 


In this ſtarving plight, 

We poor Frenchmen unite, 

To ſtrike at the root of this evil ; 
To market we'll bring, 
Drunken Lewis our king, 

Pompadour we'!l ſend to the devil, 


SONG XLVI. 
A RECITATIVE. 


Arwell ye groves, farwell ye bleſsful plains, 
F. To rocks and caves, and dens where horror 
reigns, 
Where the bicak winds thro' diſmal caverns rozr, 
And tumbling cat'racts ſtake the ſounding ſhore ; 
Where the fell raven croaks Pil ſtreight remove, 
Tbe proper manſions for deſpairing love. 


AIR. 
No more the feſtive train III join, 
Adieu, ye rural ſports, adieu, 
For what a loſs have griefs like mine, 
With paſtimes or delights to do; 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove, 
But I am all deſpair and love. 


Ah well a day, how chang'd am I! 
When late I ſeiz'd the boxen reed, 

So ſoft my ſtrains, thy herds hard by, 
Stood gazing by, and forgot to feed ; 


But 
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But now my ſtrains no longer move, 
They're diſcord all, deſpair and love. 


Behold around my ſtragling ſheep, 

The faireſt once upon the Lee; 

No ſwain to guard, no dog to keep; 
Unſtorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me; 
Tbe ſhepherds muſe, to ſee them rove, 
They afk'd the cauſe, I anſwer'd love. 


Neglected love, firſt taught my eyes, 

With tears of anguiſh to o'er-flow : 

"T'wzs that which fil'd my heart with ſighs, 
And turn'd my pipe to notes of woe : 

Love bas occasſton'd all my ſmart, 

Difſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. 


RECITATIVE. 
By moonlight thus in ſequeſter'd vale, 
Forſaken Thyrſis breath'd his love-fick tale; 
Whilſt beneath a-rock, his ſtand he took, 
When mournful willows nodded o'er the brook, 
A ſatyr, that by chance was lurking near, 
O'er-heard the piteous plaining ſonneteer; 
He laugh'd a loud, tnen from his covert roſe, 


 Acd thus derided his miſtaken woes. 


A1 N. 
Silly ſhepherd, leave complaining, 
Quit the moan to whining curs ; 
Will, if Phillis be diſdaining, 
Breaking your heart, ſoften her's. 


Ceaſe thoſe ſtrains, ſo melancholy, 
And let gayer notes be try'd, 

Soon ſhe will bemourn her folly ; 
Soon ſhe will repent her pride, 
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Black deſpair, and pining ſorrow, 
Burning arrows, bleeding hearts, 
All a cant, which lovers borrow, 
Cheats and dreams, and little arts, 


Or their joys too mighty growing, 
For their feces to ſuſtain ; 

They ro other title knowing, 

Out of ignorance call it pain. 


SONG XLVII. 


HE mind of a woman can ne'er be knowr 
You ne'er can gueſs it right; 
Ii tel! you the reaſor— he knows not her own, 
It changes ſo often &er night; 
*T would puzz e Apollo, 
Her whimfies to follow, 
His oracle would be a jeſt: 
She'll frown when ſhe's Kind, 
Then quickly you'll find, 
Sell change with the wind, 
Ard often abuſes, 
The man that ſhe chooſes ; 
And when ſhe refules, 


Likes belt. 
SONG XLVIII. 


O woman her envy can ſmother, 
Tho' never ſo vain of her charms; 
If a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart it alarms. 


» 
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New conqueſts ſhe ſill mult be making, 
Or fancies her power grown leſs, 
Her poor little heart is ſtill aching, 
At the ſight of another's ſucceſs. 


But nature deſign'd, 
In love to mankind, 
That different beauties ſnould move; 
Still pleas'd to ordain, 
None ever ſhould reign, 
Sole monarch in empire of love. 


Then learn to be wiſe, 
New triumph deſpiſe, 


And leave to your neighbours their due : 


If one can diſpleaſe, 
You'll find by degrees, 
You'l! not be contented with two. 


SONG XLIX. 


N Nottinghamſhire, | 
Let 'em boaſt of their beer, 
With a hay-down, down, and a down, 
I'll firg in the praiſe of good ſack, 
Old ſack, and old ſherry, 
Will make your heart merry, 
Without e'er a rag to your back. 


Then caſt away care, 

Bid adieu to diſpair, 
With a down, down and a down; 
Like fools our own ſorrow we make: 

In ſpight of dull thinking, 

While ſack we are a drinking, 
Our kgarts are too buſy to ach. 
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SONG L. 


ND he that will not merry, merry be, 


With a pretty laſs in a bed; 
1 wich he was laid, in our church-yard, 
With a tomb-ſtone over his head. 


He, if he cou'd, 'to be merry, merry there, 
We, to be merry, merry here, 

For who does know, where we ſhall go, 
To be merry another year, 
Brave boys, to be merry another year. 


S O NG II. 
MALLOW-WEIILIS. A NRW Soxc. 


E beaux and belles of M llow wells, 
Who daily heaps ill on ill; 
If you've a mind, true health to find, 
Come quick to Caſtle Connell. 


Such beauties here, around appear, 
That you can ſcarce go one ell; 

But you muſt ſwear, for water air, 
There's nought like Caftle Connell, 


Here's numbers come, on ſaddles ſome, 
And ſome without one pannel ; 

But all are found, ſoon bale and ſound, 
By wonderous Caſtle Connell. 


If p—x or ſtone, with many a groan, 
Obſtruct your aching channel; 

By drinking free, you'll quickly ſee, 
The effects of Caſtle Connell, 
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Often have I ſeen, the ſickneſs green, 
And beau wrap'd up in flannel, 

Without a drug, look fair and ſnug, 
And all by Caſtle Connell. 


Our waters ſoon can make a mar, 
Briſk as the fam'd M' Donnell ; 

And ladies may, I boldly ſay, 
Get heirs at Caſtle Connell. 


Let empty bloods, with addled heads, 
will liquors like a funnel; 

We at this ſpring, quaff health and fing 
ducceſs to Calle Connel. 


Out bark we ſteer, with mirth and good cheer, 
Vhile love fits on the gunnell ; 

Ti ſpend the day, in ſportive play, 
d health at Caſtle Connell. 


SONG II. 


ROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet variety ; 
By trns we drink, dance and ling, 
Lovefor ever on the wing. 


Wnyſhould niggard rules controul, 
Traroorts of the jovial ſoul : 
No dll ſtinting here we own, 
Pleaſte counts our time alone. 


SONG Lil. 


B gay ly circling glaſs, 
e can fee how the minutes paſs : 
By ththollow caſk were told, 


How te wainiog night grows old. 
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Soon, too ſoon. the buſy day, 
Drives us from our ſport and play, 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care, 'twas made for you. 


SONG LIY. 


OW Phzhus ſinking in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt, 
Micnignt ſhout and revelry, 
Tipſy dance and jollatry ; | 
Braid vour locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


Rigour bow 1s gone to bed, 

Ard advice with ſcrup'lous head; 
Strict age, and ſowre ſeverity, 
Witn their grave jaws in ſlumber lie. 


SONG LV. 


Y dimpled brook, and fountain brim, 

The wood-nympts deck'd with daiſies tris ; 
Their merry wakes and paſtimes keep, 
What has night to do with ſleep. 


Night has better ſweets to prove ; 
Venus now wakes and wakens love ; 
Come let us our notes begin, 

Tis only day-light makes us fin. 


SONG LVI. 
Ame's an eccho, prattling double, 
An empty airy glittering bubble; 
A breath can ſwell, a breath can fink it; 
The wiſe not worth their keeping think it. 


Vhy 
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Why then, why ſuch toil and pain, 
Fame's uncert1in ſmiles to gain, 
Like her ſiſter fortune blind, 

To the beit ſhe's oft unkind, 

And the worſt her favour find. 


SON G LVII. 
Sung in the Way ta Keep Him. 


Tterd all ye fair, and I'll tell you the art, 
To bind every fancy with eaſe in your chains; 
'to hold in ſoft fetters the cor.jugal beart, 
And baniih from Hymen his doubts and ius pains. 


When Juno accepted the ceſtus of love, 

At firſt ſte was handſome ; ſhe charming became 
With ſheill the {oft paſſion, it taught her to move, 
To Kindle at once, and to keep up the flame. 


Tis this gives the eyes all their magic and fire; 
The voice melting accents impaſſions the kiſs, 
Confers the ſweet ſmiles that awaken deſire, 
And plants round the fair, each incentive to bliſs. 


Thence lows the gay chat more then reaſon that 
charms, | 

The eloqueut bluſh that can beauty improve, 

The fond ſigb, the fond vow, the ſoft touch thatalarms, 

The tender diſdain, the renewal of love. 


Ye fair take the ceſtus, and practiſe its art, 

The mind unaccomphiſh'd mere features are vain, 

Exert your ſweet power you conquer each heart, 

Ard . love joys and Graces ſhall walk in your 
rain, | 
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SONG LVIII. 
Sung by a Man and two Women: 


I'VE and love, enjoy the fair, 
Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care; 
Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
Age has had his ſhare of play ; 
But youth's ſport begins to day. 


From the ſtuits of ſweet delights, 
Let rot ſcare-crows virtue fripht, 
Here in Pleaſure's vineyard we, 
Rove, little birds, from tree to tree ; 
Careleſs, airy, gay and free, 


SONG LIX: - 
Sung in the Deſart Iſland. 


H A T tho? his guilt my heart hath torn, 
Yet lovely is his mien, 
His eyes mild op'nivg as the morn, 
Round him each grace is ſeen ; 
But oh! ye nymps your love's ne'er let bim win, 
For oh! Deceit and falſhood dwell within. 


From his red lips his accents ſtole, 
Soft as kind vernal ſnow, 
Meltiog they c:me and in the ſou), 
De fire and joy aroſe, 
But op ye nymphs neter liſten to his art, 
For oh! baſe falſbhood rankles in his heart. 


He left me in this lonely ſtate, 
He fled ard left me here ; 
Another Ariadne's fate, 
To mourn the live long years, 


He 


He 
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He fled but oh! what pains the heart muſt prove, 


When we reveal the crimes of him we love, 


SONG IX. 
The BLOOMUINSG VALE. 


E E how yon valley's verdant bloom, 
Smiles at the roſy dawn; 
Nature enrich'd the grateful ſoil, 
Of each with equal care: 
But partial was the farmer's toil, 
When ſpring renew'd the year. 


Sweetly blooms the prudent fair, 
Woo taſtes the riſing day; 

So droops neglected in defpair, 
Wao fools the Morn away. 


ylvia then let the voice of love, 
Over virgin fears prevail, 
In time the Spring of life improve, 
And be the Blooming vale. 


Nor bluſhes Sparta to confeſs her ſon, 
Whoſe honour to our times is handed down, 
By annual feſtivals whole legands tell, 
How much lamented Hyacinthus fell. 


SONG LXI. 
A new Song by Mr. Beard at Ranelagh. 


made love to kate, long I ſigh'd for ſhe, 
Till J heard of late ſhe'd a mind to me, 
I met her on the green, 
In her beſt array, 
So pretty ſhe did ſeem, 
She ſtole my Heart away, 


Oh! 
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Oh! then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to 
blame, 

Had you been in my place, you wou'd have done 
the ſame. 


As I fonder grew, ſhe begun to prate, 
Quoth the I'll m+rry you, and you will marry Nate, 
But then I I-ugn'd and ſwore, 
I lov'd her more than fo. 
Ty'd each to a rop's end 
Is trugving to and fro, 
Again we kif>'d and preſs'd, were we much to blame, 
Had you been in my place ; why you had done the 
ſame. 


Then ſhe ſigh'd and ſaid, ſhe wis wonderous fick ; 
Dicky Katy led: Katy ſhe led Dick, 
Long we toy'd and play'd, 
Under yonder oak ; 
Katy loſt the game, 
T ho? ſhe play'd in joke; 
For there we did alas, what I dare not name, 
Had — been in my place, why you had done the 
ame. 


SONG LXII. 


Reach not to me your muſly rules, 
Ve drones that mould in idle cell; 
The heart is wiſer then the ſchools, 
The ſenſes always reaſon well. 


If ſhort my ſpan 1 leſs can ſpare, 
To paſs a ſingle pleaſure by, 
An hour is long if loſt in care, 
They only live who life er joy. 
SONG 
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SONG LXIII. 


OW charming looks the damaſk roſe, 
When blown upon the green, 
In crimſon beauty how it glows, 
Moſt lovely to be ſeen : | 
But Sa'ly's charms more bright appear, 
With native luſtre ſhine ; 
And every flower of the year, 
Their beauties yield to thine. 


When e'er ſhe deigns to ſooth my pins, 
She ſings a ſweeter note, 

Then dying ſwans on filver Thames, 
E'er warbl'd thro? their throat; 

More fragrance does her breath disfuſe, 
Then India's ſpicy vales, 

When loaded with their rich perfumes, 
And fann'd by gentle gales. 


The feather'd choir when ſhe treads, 


The ſweet enamell'd meads, 
Upriſing leave their moſs-made-beds, 
And cheer the verdant ſhades. 
A'l, all aſpire to meet my love, 
Whilſt on each flow'ry thorn, 
In tuneful notes they her approve, 
The goddeſs of the morn, 


SONG LXIV. IRIS, a new Song, 
15 the ſweet name of love, my fair Iris affright, 
I 


Il pretend it's in friendſhip I doat on her ſight; 
But the friendſhip ſo warm, and fo tender will prove, 


That my Iris may one day miſtake it for love. 
Bat the Friendſhip &. 


When 
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When I gaze on her eyes, or am charm'd with her 
hair, 

T'll fay *tis with pride that my friend is ſo fair; 

But the pride with ſuch tranſports my boſom will 
move, 

That my Iris may fancy it Autters with love. 

But the pride, &c. 


When charm'd with her wit, I repeat the gay jeſt, 

PII ſwear, I applaud it, becauſe *tis the beſt ; 

But the warmth of my praiſe ſhe may chance to 
re prove, | 

And ſay, *tis to ſhew ſhe deſerves I ſhould love. 

But the warmth, &c. 


When I doat on her hand, as it ſtrikes the guittar, 
I'll ſwear, tis the muſic tranſports me ſo far; 


But, alas ! my fix'd eyes, ſhe may tell me, had trove, 


To ſhew I wou'd hid my diſtraction and love, 
But alas ! &c. 


When I ſtand in am ze, her whole form to behold, 


Ard laugh at the Venus they figur'd of old; 
PII fay 'tis all wonder, her dread to remove; 


But my Iris may fancy, alas! it is love. 
Pl! ſay, &c. 


O fairer than Venus thy fears overcome, 

While ſcar'd like thyſelf, I ſtand waiting my doom, 
From that dilicate terror ſome little abate ; 

For rather then fright thee, I'll ware it is all hate. 
From that, &c. 


SONG 
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SONG LXV. Berry Brown. 
Set by Mr. Oſweld. 


N purſuit of a laſs that was form'd to my taſte, 
What pains did I take, and what time did I 
waſte ; 
In v-in 0 d I ramble o'er country ard town, 
in chance intreduc'd me to dear Betty Brown. 
Till e an, &:. 


Such a ſh pe, ſuch an air, ſuch a mein and ſuch a 
face; grace, 

S'e \m I'd with ſuch ſweetneſs, convers'd with fach 

A forehead unus'd to a wrinkle or frown, 

Pre ſides o'er the face of my dear Betty Brown. 


When firſt I beheld her my heart wes inflam'd, 
Ard thri!l'd with a rapture that c:nnot be nam'd; 
Ye gods what is wealth, what is fame or renown, 
Compar'd with the charms of dear Betty Brown. 


Tho? her perſon has beauties beyond all compare, 
Of Virtue her mind has a much better ſhare; 
Let others ambition extend to the crown, 

1 aſk,,O ye gods, but my dear Betty Brown. 


Ob! let me this charming dear creature poſſeſs, 
No more I requeſt, nor can aſk any leſs; 
From the ſuminit of hope let me not tumble down, 
Ye gods give me death, or my dear Betty Brown. 


SON G LXVI. 


STREPHON and PhOEBE. Set by Mr. Arne. 


Trephon long doated on Phcebe the fair, 
Whoſe heart of his arguiſh did ſecretly _—_ 
ut ' 
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But fearing his paſſion wou'd changeable prove, 
She pruceutly check'd the ſoft diftates of love. 


Be the beauties you fancy the fair one would ſay, 
Are charms of a moment and doom'd to decay; 
Love founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true, 
The bloom diſappearing, the paſſion dies too. 


O wrong not your beauty, reply'd the ſound ſwain, 
Its laſting impreſſion will ever remain; 

Tho' age like the winter may blaſt thy fair prime, 
Yet virtue {till blooming, gains vigour by time. 


The ſtrength of my eyes, with your charms will 
decline, 

Nor gaze at a face that is younger than thine ; 

While this faithful heart ever true to my vow, 

Preſerves my dear image as bright as 'tis now. 


Then baniſh, dear Phœbe, each doubt and each fear, 
That makes fanci'd evils like real appear, | 
The ſwift flying moments with ardour improve, 
And grant the reward that is due to my love. 


Kind Pkcebe aſſenting, believ'd the fond youth, 

W no prov'd that his paſſion was founded on truth; 
Tho' envious age may her beauty impair, 

Her virtue and honour will ever be fair. 


SONG. LXVI.. 
Myro's WisH. Set by Mr. Arne. 


F it be true celeſtial powers, 
'That you, that you have form'd me fair, 
And yet in all my vaineſt hours, 
My mind, my mind has been my care. 


Iin 


. 
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Jin return do eſk this grace, 
As you were ever kind, 

What envious time takes from my face, 
Beſtow upon my mind. 


SONG LXVIII. 
The BigTH of KIs s ES. Set by Dr. Arne, 


N penſive mood the queen of love, 

Devis'd ſome new delight to prove; 
was then ſhe fram'd the balmy kiſs, 
An emblem of immortal bliſs, 
Rich floods of fragrance firſt ſhe pours, 
©.v'd from ambroſias breathing ſnowers ; 
hen bluſhiag roſes ſhed their ſpoil, 
Ind vilets mingle in the toll, 


'T'he lucious mixture toe improve, 

Hither the willy god of love, 

}rought with ſwift wing the honey'd ſtore, 
Nor yet unhurt the prize he bore; 
Soft Phebe lent in willing hand, 

And at the Cyprian queen's command 
The near of Olympus flow'd, — 
Her orders blooming healch beſtow'd. INV 


Fond glowing ſmiles the bliſs refine, 


by 


A thoufacd, thouſand graces join, 
With theſe her ceſtus Venus blends, 
And to the work celeſtial ends: 

| Now pants thy heart the bliſs to try, 
On Polly's lips the raptures lie, 


None Venus ſaw beneath the ſk'es, 
59 worthy the delicious prize. 


G SONG 
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SONG LXIX. 


A Song in Philander, 2 Dramatic Paſtoral. Set by 
Mr. Oſwald. 


Hink what the hopeleſs virgin proves, 

Who loves in vain, yet fondly loves, 
While modeſty and female pride, 
The ſlighted paſſion ſeek to hide. 


For oh ! in vain the ſighs repreſt, 

That ſtruggling heaves her anxious breaſt, 
In vain the falling tears with-held, 

The conſcious wiſh in vain repell'd. 


Her faded cheeks, and air forlorn, 
Coarſe jeſts invite, and crual ſcorn, 
To hopeleſs love ſhe falls a prey, 
And waſtes in filent grief away. 


SONG LXX. 
Sung in Zimri at the Theatre, Covent-Garden, 
EST 


W IT H thoughtful pace, alone he ſtray'd, 
Along the ſtill ſequeſter'd glade; 

He ſtray'd, nor caſt his eyes above, 

But ſigh'd in ſolitude for love. 


Tripping then within his view, 

All my wanton train I drew; 
Sprightly meaſures while we play'd, 
Each a thouſand charms diſplay'd. 


SONG 
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SONG LXXI. 


ATR II. Sung in Zimri. 


ON happy race on fertile plains recline, 
Embrac'd by beauty, and regail'd with wine 
Aw'd by no terrors, to no laws confin'd, 

Love all the worſhip for their gods defign'd. 

We till to hunger and to thirſt a prey, 

With paioful rit-s relentleſs powers obey ; 

From ev'ry joy reſtrain'd by ſtern command, 

And driv'n ſtill vagrant o'er the burning ſand ; 
Forward we look tor better days in vain, 

If patient ſamiſh'd, if we murmur, ſlain. 


SONG LXXII. 
AIR III. Surg in Zimti. 


E'S, tho' around me thouſands die, 
While yet I live, I'll life improve, 
The poſting moments as they fly, 
Pll catch, and fill the laſt with love. 


CO"  ©0.2-U 8. 


Morta's thus with haſte poſſeſs, 
All that forture gives to blels, 
And de ſpiſing ſlaviſh rules, 


Leave the joys of hope to fools. 


| SONG LXXIII. 
AIR and CHORUS Ae IVeh. Sung in Zimri. 


4 þ UNE your harps to ſongs of praiſe, 
Happy tidings now I bear; 


God with joy our grief repays, 
God propitious hears our pray'r. 
| IT © of: And 
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Not averted now his face, 
Now his gracious ear inclin'd, 
Now confefs'd his choſen race, 
Give your ſorrows to the wind, 


SONG LXXIV. 
AIR V. Sang by Zimri. 


wv 


X | MILING hope a cherub bright, 
Smiling hope is virtue guelt, 
So oching ans zuiſh 0 C2: ont, 


Healing 1001 1 the wounded bre: ſt. 


J ſuccceds to ſorrow paſt, 
Give the bc at 4 — . Ark 3 ( 0 joy » 
Virtue's joy Mall ever laſt, 


Ever lalt ST never cloy. 
SONG XXV. 


Surg in lde Spirit of Contradiction, at the Theatre 
Rial, Covent Garden, 


Lover, 
II FH1IL < my cherer ſzem'd unk ind, 
V VW ha diſpair poll 18˙d my mind; 
How cou'd you, in deareſt, fo pricve me 
HARRIOT, 
Was you ſuch a fool to be ieve me, 
When I wept, vow'd ard pray d; 
When I wiſh'd to die a maid, 
Lover. 
Can you marvel at my pain, 
Wen your lips were all diſdain; 


\ 


| 
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All hopes to my paſſion denying, 
HarrtioT:? 

But always my heart was more complying, 

Had you look'd but in my eyes, 

You had found the faint diſguiſe. 


LoveL. 
How grateful the harbour when tempeſts have toſs'd, 
HARRLOT. 
True love grows, the ſtronger the more it is eroſs'. 
LoveL. 
Iis cares all over, 
HarklorT, 
May every lover, 
BoTH. 


Of merit, and truth, ard ſoft ardour poſſeſt, 
Be as kindly deceiv'd, and as bounteouſly bleſt. 
Ulis cares all over, 


May every lover, &:, 


e SONG LXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Shuter, in the Spirit of Contradiction. 


Gurd'ner is a noble trade, 

No arms fo anticnt as the ſpade 5 
T'no' kings with title make a flir, 
Their grand fire was a gardener. 


SON G LXXVII. 
The Men will Romance, By Mr. Oſwald. 


HEN TIenter'd my teens and threw play 
things aſide, 
I concevi'd myſelf a woman and fit for a bride ; 
By the men, 1 was flatterd, my pride to enhance, 
For the maids will believe, and the men will romance. 
G 3 When 
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They {ware that my eyes the bright diamonds ex- 
cold 
Snch a fair, and ſuch treſſes, ſure ne'er were behel]; 
That to g: 42 on my neck, was all ripture and trag ce, 
Oh ! the maids will believe, and the men will r0- 
mance. 


Yourg Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball. 

And iwore to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall ; 

Oa his knees he entrea:'d my hand for a dance, 

(31; the mais will believe, and the men will ro: 
mance. 


He conJufted me home, when the paſtime was o'er, 


Ard veclar'd he never ſaw ſo much beauty before; 
tie og d and ſigh'd., he ey'd me 


On! the ma: Fg wit believe, and the men will ro- 
mince. 


hen day after day, I his company had, 

At lergth be declat 0. all his flame to my dad; 
But ny father, lov'd money and would not advance, 
Ard icp'y'Jd to my lover, young men wil: romance. 
Bit tho" my p pa would not give as a ſhilling, 
My Polydore {wore he? to wed me was willing, 

So to church we both went, ard at night kad a dance, 
And vciicve me, my Polydore, did not romance 


SONG LXꝝXXVIII. 
DrstresT Lover. .By M. Oſwald, 


T » more, ye ſwains, upvraid 
1 5 your 1 by love unhappy made, 
Your rural ſports are all in vain 
To toath my care, or caſe my pain, 


No! 


o 
* 


WI 


„ 


Nor ſhades of trees, nor ſweets of flowers, 
Can e'er be deem'd my happy hours; 
When eaſe fotſakes the tortur'd miud, 
Ples ſure can a lover hnd. 


Vet if indeed you w ſh to ſee, 

Vour Damon fill reſtor'd and free, 
Go try to move the cruel fair, 

Ard gain the ſcornful Cz'i1's ear; 
But oh! forbear wita too much art, 
o touch that dear relentleſs heart; 
Leſt rivals to my fears ye prove, 
And jeu louſy ſucceed to love, 


SONG LXXIX. 
Sung by Mr. Champneſs iz Harlequin's Invaſion, 


ME cnear up my lacs, 'tis glory we ſteer 
To dd ſomething more to this wonderfull 
year, 
To honour we call you, not preſ you like ſlaves, 
For who are fo free as we ſous of the waves. 


Cunonrwvus: 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our 
men 

We always gre Tea 'y, ſteady boys ſteady, well 
fight and we co quer again. 


We ne'er ſee cu ſoes, but we with them to ſtay, 
They never fer as, put they wilh us away; 
If they ru, wiy we lollow, and run them on 
note, 
For if they wout fizlit us, we cannot do more. 
Heart of oak &c, 
They 
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They ſware they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 


They frighten our women, our children, and beaus ; 
But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Brittons they'll find to receive them on thore, 


Hearts of oak, &c. 
We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make them 
{weat, 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels g-z-tte ; 
Then chear up my lads, with one heart let us ſing, 


Our ſoldiers and our ſailors, our ſtateſmen and king, 


Hcarts of oak, &c. 


ON. 
The Miller. A Song. 


'N a plain pleaſant cottage conveniently neat, 
With a milland ſome meadow: a fr. hold eftare ; 

A well meanirg miller by Jabour ſupplies 
Theſe bleſſings that grandeur to the great one denies ; 
No paſſions to plague him, nv c res to torment, 
His corſtant companions are health and content; 
Their lorofſhips in love, may take not if they will, 
He's honeſt, tao? Caub'd with the duſt of the mill. 


Ere the Jarks early carrols falute the new day 

He ſprings ſrom his cottage as jocund as may; 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 

Or ſings the laſt ballad that's hought at the fair; 
While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 
Or bribing el ctions in hopes to be great; 

No fraud, or ambition, his boſom does fill, 
Contented he works, if there's grift for the mill. 


On ſunday ſets of in his home-ſpun array, 
At church he is the loudeſt to chant or to pray 


Then 


hen 
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Then ſet to a dinner of plain engliſh food, 
Though ſimple his pudding his appetite good ; 
At night when the prieſt and exciſeman is gone, 
He quaffs t the ale-houſe with Roger and John, 
Tneu reels to his pillow and dreams of no ill, 
What monarch ſo bleſs'd as the men of the mill. 


SONG LXXX 
An Op % Love. Set Gy Mr. Arne. 


Arent divine of heavenly love, 
Propitious to thy votry prove; 

15 IF {ſacred it fluence impart, 
d teach ms to diſcloſe my heart. 


nat its fond Lingaiſking dſplay'd, 
M. y gently move the pityiag maid ; 
Ad wſick love ta apht powers reveal, 
Wan:it ſear forbids my tongue to tell. 


let that pure, that livipg fire, 

Which warms my foul with ſoſt deſire; 
In artiels genuine truth expreſt, 

Raiſe equal arcours in her breſt. 


Creep ſoſtly thro' each tender part, 
And meit to ſympathy her heart ; 

do thall the prateful mule repay, 

Iby power which fi:it attain'd her lay. 


SONG LXXXII. 


CuLok's RESOLVE. Set by Dr. Green. 


$ Chloe on flowers reclin'd Ger the ſtream, 


She ſigh'd to the breeze, and made Collin her 


the me, 
Tho“ 


| (70) 
Tho' pleaſant the ſtream, and tho' cooling the bree e, 
And the flowers tho' fragrant, ſhe panted for eaſe. 


The ſtream it was fickle, and haſted away, 

It kiſd the ſweet banks, but no longer would ſtay 
Tho! beautcous inconſtant, faithleſs tho? fair, 
Ah! Collin look in and behold thyſelf there. 


The breeze that ſo ſweet on her boſom did play, 
Now roſe to a tempeſt, and darkned the day; 

As ſoft as the breeze, and as loved as the wind, 
Such Collin when angry, and Colin when kind. 


The flowers, when gather'd ſo beauteous and ſweet, 
Now fade on her boſom, and die at her feet; 

As fair in theirbloom, and as foul in decay, 

Such Colin when preſent, and Colin away. 


In rage and deſpair, from the ground ſhe aroſe, 

| And from her the flowers ſo faded ſhe throws ; 
| She weeps in the Stream, and ſhe ſizh's to the wind, 
i And reſolves to drive Colin quite out of her mind, 


Fey wo Kos co 8 


But what her reſolves, when her Colin appear'd, 
The ſtream it ſtood ſtill, and no Tempeſt was heard, 
The flowers recover'd their beautifull hue, 

She found he was kind and beliey'd he was true. 
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SONG LXXXIII. 


BAcchAxA LIAN SONO. Set by Mr. Arne. 


ACCHUS, god of mirth and wine, 
| Lo, I bend before thy ſhrine, 
Fill the goblit, £11 it up, 
Let me drain the jucy cup, 
Bations let me pour, 


Alles ſpill it on the floor, 


- — — . 
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What avails Marable fane, 

Three times impotent and idle vain ; 
With the frantick dotard there, 
Sputt'ring out his frothy pray'r ; 
Know in me at once thou ſeeſt, 


| Both the temple, and the prieſt, 


| Round my head ye virgins twine, 


| Circling branches of the vine ; 


t, 


What 


Branches that with Cluſters nod, 


Cluſters worthy of the god; 
Which ſhall o'er my hair diffuſe, 
* Richer than the Arabian des. 


Drink, more drink, ay! now I feel, 


The god I burn, I foam, I reel; 
Fury flies thro' every part, 


It rages in my head, my heart, 
My ſpirit's blaze, my cares are drown'd, 
| Huzz2, huzz2, the world goes round. 


SON G. LXXXIV. 
Love in Low LITE. Set by My. Oſwald. 


V Tus Jocky he courted ſweet Moggy ſo fair, 


The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain de bonair ; 


They hugg'd, and they cuddle'd, and talk'd with 


their eyes, 
And look'd as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe, 


\ fortright was ſpent, e'er dear Moggy came to, 
For maidens a decency keep when they woo ; 

\t length ſhe conſented, and made a vow, 

ind Jockey gave for a jointure his cow. 


[hey pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
till kiſſing and fondling until they came there; 


They 


kr 73: ) 


They call'd on the parſon, and by him they were wel 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Jocky to bed. 


They ſaid there a week, as the neighbours all ſay, 
And none were ſo happy, and gameſome as they; 
Then home they return'd, but returi'd moſt unkind, 
For Jockey rode on, and leſt Moggy behind. 


Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe cry*d, gzffr Jock, 
Pray what is thy reaſon that Moggy you mock ; 
Quoth he, gooſe, come on, you are now my bride, 
And when volk are wed, they ſet foolirg aſide. 


He took home his Moggy, good conduct to learn, 

Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thraſh'd the dd 
barn : 

They laid in a flock for the cares that enſue, 

And now live as man and wife uſually do. 


SONG LXXXV. 
The REcoxncilEMExT, Set by Mr, Oſwald, 


OME let us reſolve at laſt, 
To live and love in quiet; 
Well tie the knot { very faſt, 
That time ſhall never untieꝰt. 
The trueſt joys ſeldom prove, 
Who free from quarels live; 
Tis the moſt tender part of love, 
Each other to forgive. 


WMWhen leaſt I ſeem'd concern'd, 

No pleaſure, nor no reſt, 

And when I feign'd and angry look'd, 
Alas! I lov'd you beſt, 


Own 


(-73-) 
Own but the ſame to me you'll find, 
How blcft will be cur fate; 
On ! to be happy, to be kind, 
Sure never is to late. 


SONG LXXXV. 
A Ballad in the modern Tafle Set ly Mr. Arne, 


NE morning young roger accoſted me thus, 

Come her- pritty m2iden, ard give me a buſs; 
Lord fellow, ſaid I, mind your plouyh and cart; 
Yes, I thank you {or nothing, with all my beart, 


He ſaid, if ſo be he miaht make me his wife, 
Gcod lord, | ne'er was fo dam'd in my life; 

Yet cou'd rot help laughing, to ſee the ſool itart, 
When I thank bim for nothing, with all my heart. 


Soon after how ever, be gain'd my conſent, 
And with him ore ſunday to chapel I went; 
But ſaid, it was my goodneſs more then h sdeſert, 
Nat to thank him jor nothing, with all my heart. 


The parſon ery'd child, you muſt after me ſay, 
Then talk*d oi horour, and love, and obey ; 


But faith when his reverence come to that part, 
There I thank him for nothing, with all wy heart. 


At n'ght our br neighbours the flocking would 
throw, | | 
[ muſt not tell tales, but I know what T know; 
Young Roger conlefi:s, I cur'd all his ſmart, | 
And I thanx him for ſomthing, with all my heart. 


We SONG 


—— — 
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e EXXXVH 
KITTY the NoxPARELLLE by V. Arne, 


F wars let other rhy mers talk, 
With Frederick, Fercinand, and Hawk, 
Fill each heroick ditty: 
At diſtance from the bluſtring throng, 
All the burder cf iy fonp, 
Shall be the n+ me of Kitty. 


When firſt I ſaw on the plain, 
I gaz'd, I lov'd ard told my pain; 
She ſia h'd ans ſ:em'd to pitty. 
"Tis well the rym:ph that wounds can cure, 
Ves my poor heart, or elſe Jam ſure, 
T were dee th to look on Kitty. 


Ye t ſteleſs ſlaves of paſſion dwell, 
On lady Di, and lady Del, 

The great, the rich, the witty ; 
But I'll be hang'd at play at ball, 
If they or any of them all, 

Can cope with blooming Kitty. 


When match'd with nature's die how faizt, 
The ſickly red, and white of pint, 
Can varniſh'd dolls be pretty; 
Here art would nature but diſguiſe, 
Oh] what are di monds to thine eyes, 
My dear, my charming Kitty. 


Go fortune with your favour: ſport, 
Throw titles to the dogs at court; 
Give money in the city; 
But think not ſo to cozen me; 
I'm wiſer, and will never be, 
Content with leſs then Kitty. 
SONG 


C753 
SONG LXXXVIII. 


Damon and SALV1A, an original new Song. 


The Words by a Gentleman in Salop. 


OUNG Dimorn, the ſhepherd of the plain, 
Y He eſpy'd fair Salvia near to a merkel {tream, 
The youth drew near for to imbrace the fair, 
7 be maid fhe bluſk'd, and left him in deſpair ; 
She croſt the ſtream and bid him adue, | 
He ſtraight way did the fair one purſue. 


She flew over the plain unto the filent grove, 

He chaſt the fair, but ſhe did him diſaprove z 

But the youth look'd ſmiling and gaiz'd on the fair, 
All on the balance of hope or diſpair; | 
Why do you kill me thus in difdain, 

And not heal a heart oppreſt with pain. 


O pity me, a poor ſhepherd of the vale, 

Wo to the day I aw you firſt on the dale; 
For my heart never before knew any pain, 
Until thoſe fair eyes did kill me with diſdain; 
Now farewel Salvia, {II bid thee adue, 

Since your hard heart will cauſe me to rue. 


She ſigh'd and cry'd, come back again unto my arms, 
For my heart ſhall be thine vpon wedlock bands, 
And never more will I caufe you to complain, 

So come to my breaſt, I will not you refrain; 

And take of the bliſs as I do enjoy, 

And live happy, happy until we die. 


H 2 SONG 


(70) 


SONG LXXXIX. 


KirrY FisnER's FALL. A new Song. 


EAR Kitty hedethine only fall, 
* Been that thou meet i 0 in the mall, 


i acu hadit defcry 85 our p. ty 3 
But long before that unlucky day, 
, : 4 
With equal juſtice might I ſay, 
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For know the „elch who courts thee now, 
Wien age has furrow'd o'er the brow, 
Shall change his fgks to lighter, 


Reform thy manners, change thy ways, 
For virtue ſake to merit praiſe; 

Be all thy honcur nriie, 
So ſhall the world with pleaſure ſay, 
She taſt'd folly for a day, 

And then grew wile for lite. 


SONG XC. 
Sung by 1M-. Beard iN Ds Joan Cockle. 


The plcaſing, pleaſing joye. 
Which in woman we profeſs, 
© the roptures Waich ariſe, 
They alone have power to bleſs, 
Be: uty ſmiling, 
Wit bepuili- g, 


Kindcefs 
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Kindneſs charming, 
Fancy warming, 
kifling, toying, 
Melting, dying, 
O the rap tures which ariſe, 
O the pleaſing, pleaſing joys. 


| SONG Xl. 
Sung by Mrs. Clive in Sir John Cockle. 


O' born in a country Town, 
The beauties of London unknown. 
My heart is as tender, 
My wailt is as ſlender, 
My ſkin is as white, 
My eycs is as bright, 
As the beſt of them all, 
That twinkle, or ſparkle at court or ball; 
I can ogle and ſigh, 
Ihen frown and be coy : 
Falſe forrow, 
Now to morrow, 
One riſe in a rage, 
Then languiſh, 
In arguiſh, 
And ſoftly and ſoftly engage. 


SONG XCII. 


A BALLAD, in the Scotch Taſte. 


HE laſs of the weſt was witty and ſree, 
FOO gay and winning, her eyne full of 
glee; 


H 3 The 
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The 'ads all around lovely 15 ncy did wee, 
Bat none love d lite Willie, like Willie ſo true. 
In a cool poplar ſhave, near a fl W running ſtream, 
The ih-pherd thus warbled, and love was his theamas 
W ni'e I ftrive to be free I am timed all o'er, 
Ard the more, that Iſtruggle am tar g'ed the more. 


Over hills ard h'gꝭ mountains full far have I been, 

Fire ſſemblics, in fine dens full oft have 1 ſeen; 

By the Banks of rough Severn, by ſmooth gliding 
Tbame. ER 

'T'ho* gay Lon: on damſels, right heart free I came, 

But utwestirg !oon who welt way did roam, 

J had been ſtill ſecure had I been beded at home; 

Now with love of dear Nancy my heart runeth o'cr, 

And the more that I ſtrive I am tangled the more. 


tarts lonely I wander my flock goes aſtriy, 
nile I fondly ſet wiſhing ſwilt time flys way; 
With {wiſt flying time all vature is born, 

The laſſes all lovely, the lads all Jove-torn. 

Tae jeſſemin, the roſy, and the cornation die, 

And my brighter N lancy mull wethering lie 

Full fain wou'd [ guard thee thro' life my ſweet 

flower, 
And to ſheltzr thee ſafe from the wind and the ſhiower. 


Ne . 


MROUS tards in raptures ſipg, 
Toe ch rms of Kitty fell; 
And ſay the } lo 2 hom of ſpring, 
For 4 can't excel. 
Vet was ine brit OY as yonaer ſan, 
With 3 ray: What then 
Her boaſt'd beauty's far out done, 


By Sally and by pen. 
/ 7 i Laſt 
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Iift Wartiun Eve, UPON the green, 
Tie fiircſt nympe was met, 

No lovelier fight was ever team; 
'Tacy fill my fancy yet 

But for to ſpe:k the truth 1 ſwear, 
There was not one in ten, 

For native beauty cou'd compair, 
With Sally or with pen, 


Ye ſwains who rove from fair to fair, 
This admonition take, 

With cautious eyes ſurvey the pe ir, 
Their chains ate hard to break. 

Invain for freecom loſt ye'il try, 
It can't be had again; 

For who can cer oma to fly, 
From Sally or from pen. 


5 Q N GA XCV. 
FE T me wander not unſcen 


By hedze-row elm, or willow green; 
There the plowman near at hand; 


t Wailtl-s over the turrow'd land, 
There the piowman, near at hand, 

5 Whiſtles o'er the furrow?d hend; 
Arg $he milk maid fingeth blithe 


*. 
And the mouer u hers | 13.15 ſcythe 4 
While ev'ry ſbepherd e his tale 
Under te hiwths rn in th, ale; 
While ev'y ſhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthora in tie vaic 
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8 N. G. XV. 
Sang by Miſs Stephenſon af Vauxhal!, 


alk TTEND you nymphs while I impart, 
The lecret wiſhes of my heart; 
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And tell the ſwain if one there be, 
Whom fate deſigns for love of me. 
Attend you nymphs, &c. 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
Let honour all his actions guide, 
Steadfaſt in virtue Jet him be, 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 

With pure good nature ſweetly joyn'd, 
Sure friend to modeſt merit be, 

The ſwain deſign'd for love of me. 


Where ſorrow prompts the penſive ſigh, 
Where grief bedews the droping eye, 
Melting in ſympathy I ſee, 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſordid av'rice claim no part, 
Within his tender penerous heart, 
Oh, be that heart from falſhood free, 


Devot'd all to love and me. 


SON. 
Song by Mr. Lowe in Tamerlane. 


. O thee O gentle ſleep alone, 
Is owing all my peace, 

By thee our joys are heighten'd ſhown, 
By thee our ſorrows ceaſe, 


The nymph who's hard by fraud or force, 
Some tyrant has poſſeſo'd, 

By the obtaining a divorce, 
In her one choice is bleſt. 


Oh! 


Dh 
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Oh ! ſtay, Aſpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping fair, 

Corjures thee not to loſe in day, 
The object of ker care, 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe ſought, 
T'nat motion chas'd her fletp, 

Thus by our ſelves oftneſt wrought, 
The griefs for which we weep, 


SONG  XCVI.  A-NaewSoksc. 


T length ye gods, you bring relief, 
At length each cure remove, 
Ar ond you diſipate my grief, 
By ſencCiog ker I love. 


My ſon! ſhall now contented reſt, 
No fears inv peace deſtroy, 

B:li:.da comes to chear iny breaſt, 
Jo give me every joy. 


Tho? abſent many a ted'ous hour, 
Excluded from my view ; 

Abſerce diminiſh'd not her power, 
Her merit fix d me true. 


O grant, ye gods, my ardent prayer, 
Nor let me craye in vain, 


D 


ve my Belinda all my care, 


May ſhe cach with obtain. 


| Contigua! joys around her Wait, 


Be virtue ſlill her g:urd; 


hen calPd from earth by time and fate, 


Be heav*a her lait reward. 


SONG 
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SON G XCVIII. 
STREPHON of the HILL, 


E T others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Collin's at their will; 
1 mein to fing in ruſtic verſe, 


Of Strephon of the hill. 


As o'er the lawn the other day, 
I went to yonder mill, 

I met ſo bonry and fo gay, 
My Strephon of the hill. 


No powder*d ſmart that tends the fair, 
The tedious day to kill, 

For Spruce neſs ne'er can compare, 
Wich Strephon of the hill. 


Once I ſet beneath the ſhade, 

Beſide the purling rill, 

Who ſhould my ſolitude invade, 
But Strephon of the hill. 


The ſhepherd vow'd his love ſincere, 
And urg'd his paſſion till, 

So I to cburch ſtreight did repair 

With Strephon of the hill. 


And now in hymen's bands we're join'd, 
I govern at my will ; 

For ſure no ſwain was e'er ſo kind, 
As Strephon of the hill. 


SONG 
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SONG XCIX. 
The MiLLER of MANSFIELD, 
Suns by Mr. Berry, at the Theatre Rizal, Drury-lane. 


OW hevpy a Hate, does a miller poſſels, 
Who wo ald be no greater, nor fears to be leſs; 
On his mill and himſelf, he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 


hat tho' he all Cuſly and whiten'd does go, 
The more he's berowder'd, the more like a beau; 
A clown in this dreſs, may be honeſter fir, 
Than a court.er that ſiruts in his garter ard ſtar, 


Tho! his hands are ſo dawb'd, and not fit to be ſeen, 
The har.ds of his betters are not very clean; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 

Go d, in hardling, will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 


What if then a pudcirg fer dinner he lacks, 

He cribs without ſcrup'e rom other Mers ſacks ; 
In th's of right roble example he brage, 

Wao borrow as freely from other mens bags. 


Or ſhould he erdavour to hesp up an eſtate, 
| In this be would mimick the tools of the ſtate, 
| Whoſe aim is alone, their own ccff-rs to fill, 
As all his conceru's to bring grilt to bis mill. 


He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 


And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
| Then riſes up chearfully to work and to fing, 
If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king. 


4 SONG 
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SONG. C0 
Sung by Mrs. Clive in Sir John Cockle, 


DI Uto pour cart and your plough, 
I ſcorn to milk your cow, 
Your turkeys and ge is, 
Your butter aud cheeſe, 
Are much below me now, 
It er 1 wed 
I'!l hold up my head, 
And be a ſine lady I vo 


SONG CI. 


C157 nos Ass 
,UPID by) ARPMOW, 


A. Chloe ply'd her need!.'s art, 
- A —_ drop the ſpear. | 
irtace from ber heediets finger ſtart, 
. And from her eyes a tear, 

% Ah! might, but Chloe by her ſmart. 
7 Be taught but mine to feel; 

Mine caus' by Cupid's piercing dirt, 

More ſharp to me then Heal. 


Then I her needle would adore, 
Love's arrows it ſhould be, 
Induc'd with ſuch a ſubtle power, 
To reach her heart for me. 


| | V 
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Snug by Mr. Lowe. 


HEN firſt I ſaw my Delia's face, 


|: 1 Adorn'd with every bloom and grace, 
$ That 


That 


Waile they to every fop diſpenſe 
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That and youth could bring : 
Such ſweetneſs too in all her form, 
I thought her one celeſtial born, 

And took her for the ſpring. 


Each day a Charm was added more, 

Muſick and language ſwell'd the ſtore, 
With all the force of reaſon : 

And yet ſo frolick and ſo gay, 

Deck'd with the opening ſweets of May, 
She look'd—the ſummer ſeaſon. 


Admiring crowds around her preſs, 

But none the happy he could gueſs, 
Unwiſh'd her beauties caught them : 

] urg'd my paſſion in her ear, 

Of love ſhe ſaid ſhe could not hear, 
And yet ſeem'd ripe as autumn. 


The roſe not gather'd in its prime, 

Will fade and fall in little time, 
So I began to hint to her: 

Her cheeks confeſs a ſummer glow, 

But ah her breaſt of driven ſnow, 
Conceals a heart of winter. 


SONG CLI. Sang by Mr Lowe. 


Elieve not, youth, with wit or ſenſe, 
To gain the heart of woman; 


Kind words and looks in common. 
Tho' Fanny's fair ſhe's falſe as air, 
True merit ne'er can win her; 
To all but me too kind, to free, 
I think the devil's in her. 


I 
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I calmly did her foibles fhew, 
Still urg'd with ſoft perſuafion ; 

In vin ] talk'o, rought but a beau 
Engroſs'd her incl:n:tion. 

My old advice I did repeat, 
Conſult the heart within her ; 
She turn'd to chat, of this and that, 

I thivk the devil's in her. 


Perplex'd and vex'd, new ſchemes I try'd, 
And in the ta ſæ ſucceeded ; 
Rigg'd out in all a cc xrombꝰs pride, 
My paſſion warmly p'eaded. 
Ye gods how fond, now far beyond 
My wiſh or expcQation | 
So mean a taſte. her ſex diſgrac'd, 
The ſlave of fickle faſhion, 


SONG CIV. 
Sung by Miſi Faulkner, 


N Cup d's fam'd ſchool would you take a decree, 
Young maids you mult learn a ſoft leſſon of me; 


7 Scarce blows on your cheeks the roſe of fifteen, 
E'er love, that falſe traitor, attacks you unſeen ; 


To ruin and pleaſe every method he tries, 


A friend in pretence, but a foe in diſguiſe. 


Does your fancy incline to wealth, title, or dreſs, 
Does your pulſe beat to pleaſure or ſunk at diſtreſs ; 
|| To your humour and taſte h: ſtill varies bis dart, 
And ſteals thro' your eyes and your ears to your heart, 
Beware then and learn from fair ones of old. | 

* To harden like trees and like rivers grow cold. 


[ [3 | Fromthe forma] gravedunce who goes moping all day, 
Prom the fop who till prates, but has nothing to ſay 


From 
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From the ſoldier ſo fierce, juſt arriv*d from the wars, 

W hoſe tongue ru”s on battles, on danger and ſcars ; 

From the rake who inſults the poor nymph he 
betray'd 

From theſe, kind Cupid, deliver each maid. 


But find out the lover whoſe paſſion can tend, 

To the bliſs of your life from beg:ning to end; 

If the ſtamp of true merit and honour he wears, 
Away g ls, way with your doubts and your ſears ; 
Think why you were made, and reſolve to be kind, 
For the bleflings you'll give, and the bleſſings you'll 


nd. 


SONG CV. Sung by Mr. Lowe, 


0 NE morning bright within the grove, 
I met young Anne a mayirg ; 
Thus ports piint the queen of love, 
Their utmoſt {kill diſplaying. 
| No more our ſwains, 
In rural ſtraine, 
Sing N-it, Doll, Sue, or Fanny, 
For Doll and Sue, Nell, Fanny too, 
Are nothing to my Nanoy. 
Are nothing, Cc. 


dropt my crook in wild ſurpriſe, 
My he:rt was in a flutter; | 
A dimneſs ſeized my ſwimming eyes, 
My tongue could hardly utter, 
As daiſies mean, 
Upon the green, 
Appear Doll, Nell, Sue, Nanny: 
But like the roſe ſuperior blows, 
Each charm of blooming Fanny, 


I 2 I next 
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I next beheld her at the wake, 
By crouds of ſwains ſurrounded ; 
Each ſhepherd's heart did throb and ake, 
They ſtood with love conſouded. 
With envious eye, 
Stood leering by, 
Doll, Nell, Sue and Fanny: 
But mortal ſpight, ſhall never blight, 
The bloom of lovely Nanny. 


If words can ſpeak the heart's diſtreſs, 
They'll tell ber how I languiſn; 
If frequent ſighs deipair expreſs, 
Let ſighs declare my anguiſk. 
There's no relief, 
Againſt my grief. 
In Doll, Nell, Sue or Fanny: 
I ne'er ſhall reſt, till to my breaſt, 
I fold my yielding Nanny. 


SONG CVI. 
Sung 37 M.. Lowe. 


I D me live, and I will live, 
Thy conſtant ſwain to be; 
Or bid me love and I will give 
A loving heart to thee. 
A heart as ſoft, a heart as kind, 
A heart as ſound and free ; 
As in the world thou e'er canit find, 
That heart I'll give to thee, 


Bid that heart ſtay, and I will lay, 
To honour thy decree, 

Or bid it languiſh quite away, 
All this *twill do for thee, 


Bid. 
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Bid me weep, and I will weep, 
While I have eyes to ſee ; 

And having none, yet I will keep, 
A heart to weep for thee. 


Bid me deſpair, and I'll deſpair, 
Beneath yon cypreſs tree ; 

Or bid me die, ard I will dare, 
Even death i:ſelf for thee, | 

Thou art my love, and my heart, 
The very eyes of me; 

And hath command in every part, 
To live and die for thee. 


SONG CVII. 
Sung by Mr, Lowe. 


Eareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when and teil me where 


Lell thy fond and faithful ſwain 
When we thus ſhall meet again ? 
When ſhall Screphon fondly fee 
Beauties only found in thee ? 

Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 
All the bappy live long day: 
Dearcit Kitty! kind and fair, 

Tell me when, ard tell me where? 


All the happy day, 'tis true, 
Bleſs'd, but only when with you, 
Nightly Strephon ſings alone, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one. 
Tell me then and eaſe my pain, 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When the prieſt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's tregabling hand to mine ? 


1 3 


Dearen 
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Deareſt Kitty f kind and fair, 
Tell me when? —!I care not where. 


SONG CVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


ARK the birds begin their lay, 
Flow'rs deck the robe of May ; 
See the little lambkins bound, 
Playful o'er the clover ground: 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


Now the nymphs and ſwains advance 
O'er the lawn in feſtive dance; 
Garlands from the hawthorn bough, 
Grace the happy ſhepherds brow : 
While the Jafſ+s in array, 

Wait upon the queen of May. 


Innocence, content and love, 

Fill the meadows and the grove; 
Mirth that never wears a frown, 
Health with ſweetneſs all her own: 
Labour puts o pleaſures ſmile, 
And pale care forgets his toil. 


Ah what pleaſure ſhepherds know, 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; 
Love improves each happy hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch in ſtore ; 
Learn ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence. 


SONG 


{ G 
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SONG CIX. 
A fawirite CANTATA. 
H O'll buy a heart Myrtilla cries, 


And throws around her wanton eyes; 


An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 

A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 

A pair of eyes that wound at ſight, 
And foil the diamonds piercing light ; 
Come hither ye that long to prove 
The ſoul irchanting joys of love, 
Come quickly come, for he 

Buys that bids the moſt for me, 


But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 

With cven Crezſus? wealth to come; 
Nor vainly hope ſor gems, or gold, 
Such charms as theſe can ne'er be ſold, 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 

For love's the only coin I take. 


SONG cx. The Axswzr. 
RECITALVE. 


S in a penſive from Myrtilla ſat, 
Revolving on the will of fate; 

A iprig'tly.ſwain, devoid of care, 

Advanc'd and thus addreſs'd the fair. 


AI. 


Thou vernal from of beauty's plea, 
I'm come to buy a heart of thee, 
I'm come to buy a heart of thee ; 


With 


With tranſports I receiv'd the tale, 


For the prime of our pleaſure and queſting the hare, 
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That ſuch a gem was up for ſale, 

That ſuch a gem was up tor ſale : 
Cou'd I command the ſtarry train, 

For thee I'd give it back again ; 

Or if kind fate wou'd make thee mine, 
The univerſe ſhou'd all be thine. 


Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries, 

Merit the beſt deſerves the prize; 

The tale you heard was falſely told, 

Myrtilla's heart ſhall ne'er b: ſold, » 
M yrtilla's heart ſhall ne'er be ſold, 


s ON G CXL. 


H E morning is charming, all nature is gay, 
Away, my brave boys, to your horſes away; 


We have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare. 


CHO-RU 5s. 
Hark ! the lively ton'd horn, 
How melogious it ſounds, how melodious it ſounds, 
To the muſical fong, to the muſical ſong of the 
merry-mouth'd hounds. | 


In yon ſtubble field we ſhall find her below, 
Soho ! cries the huntſman ; hark to him, Soho ! 
See where ſhe goes, and the hounds have a view; 
Such harmony Handel himſelf never knew, 


| Cu0 avs; 
Gates, hedges, and ditches, to us are no bounds, 
But the world is our own while we follow the hounds. 


Hold, hold, tis a double; hark, hey ! Bowler, hey! 


Tf a thouſand pain ſay it, a thouſand ſhall lie; 


His 


The old hounds puſh forward, a very ſore ſign, . 


7, 8M 


His beauty ſurpaſling, his truth has been try'd, 
At the head of the pack an infallible guide. 


Cu oRUãũSs. 
At his cry the wide welkin with thunder reſounds, 
The darling of hunters, the glory of hounds. 


O'er highlands and lowlands, and woodlands we fly, 
Our horſes full ſpeed, and our hounds in full cry ; 
So match'd in their mouths, and ſo even they run, 
Like the trine of the ſpheres, and the race of the ſun, 


n 
Health, joy, and felicity, dance in the rounds, 
And blefs the gay circle of hunters and hounds. 
1 


That the hare, tho' a ſtout one, begins to decline; 

A chace of two hours or more the has led, 

She's dowr.—!ook about ye—they have her — he's 
dead, 


; Cu02 v0, 
How glorious a death to be honour'd with ſounds 
Of horns, and a ſhout to the chorus of hounds ! 


Here's a health to all hunters, and lone be their lives, 
May they never be croſt by their ſweet- hearts or wives; 
May they rule their own paſſions, and ever at reſt, 
As the molt happy men, be they alſo the beſt. 


| C nous. 
And free from the care which the many ſurrounds, 


Be happy at lay when they ſee no more hounds, 


SONG 


4 
j 
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SONG CXII. 
The Lass with the golden Locks, 


O more of my Harriot, of Polly no more, 
Nor all the bright beauties that charm'd me 
Myſelf for a ſlave to gay Venus I've fold, [before 
And barter'd my freedom for ringlets of gold ? 
I throw down my pipe, and neglect all my flocks, 
And will ſing of the laſs with her golden locks, 
I throw down my pipe, &c. 


Tho? o'er her white forehead the gilt treſſ-s flow, 
Like the rays of the ſun on a hillock of ſnow, | 
Such, painters of old drew the queen cf the fair, 
*Tis the taſte of the ancients, *cis claſſical hair; 
And tho? witlings may ſcoff, and thohrallery mocks 
Yet I'll ſing of my laſs with her golden locks. 


Than the ſwan in the brook ſhe's more dear to 
my ſight : 
Her mien is more ſtately, her breaſt is more white, 
Her lips are like rubies, all rubies above, 
Which are fi: for the labour or language of love, 
At the park in the mall; at the play in the box, 
My laſs bears the bell with the golden locks. 


Her beautiful eyes as they roll or they flow, 
Shall be glad for my jy, or ſhall weep for my woe; 
She ſhall eaſe my fond heart and ſhall ſooth my ſo; 

ain 
While thouſands of rivals are ſighing in vain, 
Let them rail at the fruit they can't reach, like the 
ſox, 

While I have the laſs with her golden locks, 

Let them rail, &c. 


SONG 
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| A S jockey was walking one Midſummer morn, 


He ſat him down careleſs beneath a green 
thorn ; 


He hzd not ſat long e'er a damſel came by, 


A languiſh. 


To whom jockey ſent forth a Janguiſhing eye, 
a languiſh——1 larguiſhing eye, 


Did you ſee, ſays the fair one, afleece-brindled ram, 
Wich two little lam ins trot each by their dam; 
If you did, gentle ſnep d, pray tell me which way 


V, 


The innocent rovers neg '-Ctfully ſtray ? 
The innocent, &Cc. 


He told her he ſaw them pe ſs haftily by, 


And make to the copſe, tho? in faiti: *twas a lye; 
The damſel ſhe curtiy'd and thank'd with a bluſh, 


But jockey ſtole after, and lurk'd in a buſh, 


Stole after, ſtole after and lurk'd in a buſh. 
Ste __ the copſe o'er but no ſheep could ſhe 
na, 
hen heartily curs'd the young ſwain in her mind; 
She found ſhe was trick'd, but, alas ! filly maid ! 
ke knew not the ſnare was fo artfully laid. 
dhe knew not, &c. 


The ſhepherd appear'd, and ſaid pretty maid, 
hy ewes and thy lambkins hav- happily ſtray'd ; 
hen ſprung to her cloſely, and raviſh'd a kit, 
ut the damſel ſcem'd coy, and cry'd fye! "twas 
amiſs; 
2?m'd coy, ſeem'd coy, and cry'd fye ! *twas amiſs, 


owe'er as her friends little liberty gave, 
te left her old gaffer to truſt the young knave ; 
A 


A $0" 


And now, tho ber ſheep are all ſafe in the pen, 
She viſits the cofle o'er again and again. 
She vilits, &c. 


SONG CXIII. 


i H would thou know what ſacred charms 
| This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms ; 
This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms ; 
. What kind of nymph the heavens decree, 
8 The maid that's made for love and me. 
The maid, &c. 


Who joys to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear; 
From each ungen' rous paſhon free, 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Whoſe heart with gen' rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beſtows ; 

Gentle to all, but kind to me, 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


= Whoſe ſimple thoughts, devoid of art, 
2 Are all the natives of her heart ; 
* A gentle train from falſhood free, 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


Avaunt, ye light coquets retire, 
Where flattering fops around admire, 
Where flattering fops around admire, 
Unmov'd your tinſell charms I fee, 
More genuine beauties are for me. 
More genuine, &c. 
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SONG CXIV. 


DamoN and FLORE LILA. A Dialogue. 


Damon. 


AST my love, thine eyes around, 
See the ſportive lambkins play ; 


Nature gayly decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May. 

Like the ſparrow and the dove. 

Liſten to the voice of love. 


FLORELIA. 
Damon thou haſt found me long, 
L.iſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale; 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue, 
Often held me in the dale, 
Take, oh Damon, whilſt I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


Damon. 
Not the verdure of the grove, 
Not the gardens faireſt flow'rs, 
Nor the mead where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the'vernal hours, 
Can delight thy Damou's eye, 
If Florella is not by. 


FLORELLA, 
Not the waters gentle fall 
By the banks with poplars crown'd 
Not the fe-the7*d ſongſters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Fiorella's ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 
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BoTH. 


Let us love and let us live, 


Like the chearful ſeaſon gay, 
Baniſh care and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May, 
Like the ſparrow ard the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


SONG CXV. 
A New Favourite So NG in Dialogue. 


_. Colin. 
ITH the ſun have the lads and the la ſſes aroſe, 
Thoſe bring the ſweet roſes the jeſſimine 
thoſe, {dear, 
In the church-yard they wait for to crown thee my 
Our friends are all met, and the parſon is there. 


Partits. 
Oh Colin, believe me, my love is ſincere, 
But pardon a poor virgia's innocent fear ; 
Since under the oak tree I promis'd to wed, 
A thouſand ſtrange whimſies have come in my head. 


1 
Sure Phillis the love that has faithfully burn'd, 
Shall not now with indifference and Night bereturn'd; 
What has thou to aſk, or have I to deny ? 
My all is thy own, then haſte Phillis and try. 


PnIL LIS. 
Will you promiſe to bear with the prattle of love, 
That my fondneſs ſhall ne*er difagreeable prove. 
That if at the market too late you ſhould ſtay, 
Will you fly with your wife from the alehouſe away ? 


Colin. 


ze, 


way ? 
3 LIN» 
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| Colin, 

I promiſe you all, and what more would you have, 
O make a kind huſbind of this your poor ſlave ; 
Then at market or fair ſhall thy Colin be gay, 

But without thee mult let all his acres decay, 


| Pulis. | 
So the lark when ſhe wantons it over the plain, 
Flies down to her mate and repays all his pain; 
My doubts are diſpell'd, bid the vill-ge be gay, 
For Colin ſhall wed his own Phillis to day, 


SONG CXVI. 
Sung at Mary-le-bone Gardens, 


4 ARK, Daphne, from the hawthorn buſh, 
Tune ſpotted finches ſing; 
In artleſs notes the merry thruſh, 
Salutes the blooming ſpring. 
On verdant bed, the violet lies, 
To woo the weltern gale ; 
While towering lill:es meet our eyes, 
Like love-fick virgins pale. 


The rill that ruſhes o'er the ſhore 
Winds murmuring thro? the giade ; 
So heart ſtruck Thyrſis tells his moan, 

To win his clay cold maid. 
The golden ſun in freſh array, 
Flames forward on the ſphere; 
Around the may-pole ſhepherds play, 
To hail the flowery year. 


day ſhall we taſte the breezy air, 
Or wander thro? the grove ; 

There talk of Sylvia's wild deſpair, 
The prey of lawleſs love ? 
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Ah no, ſhe cries, o'er Silvia's fall, 
'Exult not, tho? 'twas juſt, 

Daſh not the ſinners name with gall, 
Nor triumph o'cr her duſt. 


True virtue, ſcorns to fling the dart, 
Herſelf above all fear; 

When juſtice ſtings the guilty heart, 
She drops a generous tear, 

Then own ye nymphs this godlike truth, 
Is on your hearts impreſs'd ; 

On brighteſt patterns from your youth, 
And be for ever blefl. 


SON G CXVII. 


OME gentle god of ſoft repoſe, 
And lull my ſaul to reſt, 
In thy embraces let me loſe 
The pangs that rack my breaſt : 
Ariſe, ye dear deceits, ar f-, 
And dreſt in Damon's form, 
My long expecting, wiſhing eyes 
With his reſemblance charm, 


Thoſe melting ſaunds ſtill let me hear, 
Which did his flame impaart; 

Which bleſt with love my I{Vnirg ear, 
And pierc'd my yielding heart: 

MW oy rcv'd my thoughts on pleaſing cares, 
Which only dreams beſtow ; 

For oh, wiene'er the morn appears, 
I wake to endleſs woe! 


Tae envious light from my ſad eyes, 
Drives ev'ry joy away; 

With night the lovely phantom flies, 
Acd leaves me lot in day, 
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Since waking thus I am diſtreſs'd, 
And ple:ſure's fled with him, 
If ſleeping I can be bleſs'd, 
Let life be all a dream. 


SONG CXIX. 
The Novice. Sung by Mi Thomas. 


ONFIN'D to the houſe to the age of fifceen, 
No men but the clowns of the pariſh had ſeen, 
An aunt to inſtruct me a formal old maid, 
And I, ſilly I, believ'd all ſhe ſaid. 


My aunt in the grave, to the town I ſtrait flew, 
And inſtantly fond of each pleaſure I grew; 

The ſparks waited round me where ever I went, 
And I, ſilly I, could not gueſs what they meant. 4 


They call me goddeſs, and fighing declare, 
The toalts of the towa are not like me ſo fair; 
They vow and they kneel, and my pity invoke, 
And I, ſilly I, believ'd all the ſpoke. 


They tickled my pride, but my heart ſtill was free, 
Not one of them all was a conqueſt for me 
Till young Strephon advanc'd, and quickly he taught, 
Waat I, filly I, that moment had ſought, 


With good breeding and ſenſe his love he declar'd 

Not like the vain fops who before had appeat'd; 

His expreſſions were ſweet, and ſprung from his 
mind, | 


And I, happy I, to my Strephon was join'd. 


* 
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; 


SONG CXX. 


Mary! ſoft in feature ! 

O I've been at dear Vauxhall ; 
No paradiſe is ſweeter, 

Not that they Eden call. 
At night ſuch new vagaries, 

Such gay and hirmleſ+ ſport, 
All look'd like giant fair iss, 
Ard this their monarch's court, 


Methought when firſt I enter'd, 
Such ſplendor round me ſhone, 
Into a World I ventur'd 
Where roſe another ſun ; 
Whilit muſick, never cloying, 
As ſky-l.rks ſweet I her; | 
The ſour. ds Pm ſtill enjoying, =” 
They'll always ſooth my ear. | 


Here paintings ſweetly glowing, 1 
W nere'er her glances fall; 

Here colours, lif- beſtowing, | = 
Bedeck this Greenwood- Hall 

The king there dubs a farmer, e 


There John his doxy loves; 
But my del:gat's the charmer 
W no ſleals a pair of gloves.* 


in 
* Alluding to three pictures in the pavillions, viz. 4 
the King ard Mille, of Mansfield; the jailtor in a 
tippling-bouſe in Wapping 3 and the girl Who ts fieal- 
ing a roſe from the ſlecping gentleman, 


«4h T 
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As, ſtill amaz'd, I'm ſtraying, 

O'er this enchanting grove 3 
I ſpy a harper ꝗ playing 

All in his proud alcove. 
I doff my hat, deſiring 

He'd tune up buxom Joan ; 
But, what was I admiring, 

Adznoks, a man of itone {! 


But now, the tables ſpreading, 
They all fall to with glee ; 
Not c'en at Squire's fine wedding 

Such dainties did I ſee. 

I jong'd (poor ſtarve.ing rover) 
Bur none heed country elves; 
Theſe folk, with lace daub'd over, 

Love only their dear ſelves. 


Thus whilſt *mid joys abounding, 
As graſshopp: rs they're gay 
At diſtance, crowds ſurrounding 
The lagy of tie My: 
The man i' th' mon peep's ſlily : 
Soft twinkling thro? the trees, 
As tho? twou!d pleaſe him hightly 
To taſte delights like theſe. 


+ Myr Hanve!'s fatue. | 


t Her Royal Highneſs the princeſs, of Wales, fat: 
ing under a ſplendid pavillion. 


SONG CXXI. The Wiittixc Marp.” 


JHA tho? my Parents frown and ſcold, 


Sci] ckey I approve; 
The yout:. 1s handſome, 


And pays me love for love, My 


— i... * 
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My father when at Jockey's age, 
Did juſt the ſame as he; 

And mother too, I dare engage, 
Did juſt the ſame like me, 
Did jut the ſame like me. 


When firſt the ſwain his ſuit addreſs'd, 

I flutter'd and look'd pale; 

He figh'd and vow'd, he kiſs'd and preſs'd, 
And told the fondeſt tale. 

Then out he puli'd his oaten reed, 
And play'd fo ſweet a ſtrain ; 

Then all he aſk'd I gave indeed, 
And wiſh'd he'd aſk'd again. 


How bleſt am I, when Jockey's by, 
How happy in his view ; 


Tho' other nymphs cry piſh and fie, , 
Yet hang me if I do; 

As to the flocks the cooling ſtream, y 
Or flowret to the bee; 

As dear as I'm conſeſs/d to him, 14 
So dear the youth to me. | 

Ab, fraught with all his ſex's art, | w 
Should ockey faithleſs prove; 

W here, where ſhall my poor wandering heart v 
Again beſtow its love. | a 

But *cis an hundred unto ten, 1 
He'*il wed me to ſecure; 5 7 


And when he aſks me why, what then ? 1 
I'll have him to be ſure, * 


| 
| 
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SONG CXXII. 
Sung by Mr. Beard in the Fair Quaker of Deal. 
The Mord by Mr. Garrickckn. 


OW little do the landmen know, 
Of what we ſailors feel ; 

When waves do mount and winds do blow, 

But we have hearts of ſteal: 
No danger can afright us, 

No enemy ſhall flout ; 
We'll make the mounficurs right us, 

So toſs the cann about. 


1 


Stick ſtout to orders meſs-mates, 
We'll plunder burn and ſink; 
Then France bave at your firſt rates: 
For Britons, never ſhrink, 
Wi rummage ail we fancy, 
We'll bring them in by ſcores : 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Saall roll in louis d'ors. 


Waile here at Deal we're lying, K he 
With our noble commodore ; 5 
We'll ſpend our wages freely boys, 
And then to fea for more 3 
In peace we'll drink and ſing boys, 
In war we'll never fly, _ TEASAY 
Here's a health to George, our king boys, | 
And the royal family, 
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SONG CXXIII. 
The LITTLE MAN and Main. 


HERE was a little mar, and he wo'd a little 
maid, | 
And he ſaid little maid, will you wed, wed, wed, 
I have little more to ſay, than will you aye or nay, 
For little ſaid is ſooneſt mended. 


Then reply'd the little maid, little fir, you” velittle ſaid 
To induce a little maid, to wed, wed, wed, 

You muſt ſay a little more, and produce a little dow'r, 
E'er J make a little print in your bed, bed, bed, 


Then the little man replicd, if you'll be my little 
bride, 
Pl! raiſe my love a little higher, 
Tho' I little love to prate, my little heart is great, 
With the little god e love all on fire. 


Then hs little maid replied, ſhould I be your little 
ride, 
F Pray what ſhall we do for to eat, eat, eat, 
Will the flame that you're fo rich in ſerve the fire in 
the kitchen, | 
Or the little god of love turn the ſpit, ſpit, ſpit. 


Then the little man he figh'd, ſome ſay a little cried, 
For his little breaſt was big with ſorrow ; 

I am your little ſla ve if the little that J have, 
Is too little, little dear I will borrow. 


So the little man ſo gent, made the little maid relent, 
And ſet her little heart a thinking | 

Tho? his offers were but ſmall, ſhe took his little all 
And could have of a cat but her ſkin. 


SONG 
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SONG CXXIV. 


Lixco's Advice to Damon. 


INCO found Damon lying, 
In tears upon the plain, 

Ard laughing at his cry ing. 

Encreas'd poor Damon's pain : 
Cries Damon mortal fly me, 

Or by the pow'r divine, 
Cries Linco, don't defy me, 

And ſhews a fl ſk of wine. 


This fooliſh pining lover, 
Will teach thee how to ſtorm, 
Thy gaity recover, 

And make the maid grow warm; 
Come prethee Damon try it, 
Tis ſov*reign ptethee do, 

Damon cou'd not deny it, 
He drank full bumpers too. 


Soon Damon ſelt the liquor, 
His cheeks prew roſy red, 
Then Linco fill'd out quicker, 

"Twas out they went to bed, 
Next morning Damon ſtraying 
To breath the fragrant air, 

He heard poor Delia praying, 
A laſt and fervrnt pray'r, 


Yes, yes, I muſt implore him, 
Damon the kind, the true, 
Ye gods, ſhe cry'd, reſtore him, 

Elſe love and life adieu; 
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On Linco's humour thinking, 
He ſprung into her arms, 

And fir'd with laſt nights drinking. 
Wou'd revel in her charms. 


The maid deep crimſon bluſhing, 
Reclin'd her head and ſigh'd, 
Whilſt eager Damon fluſhing, 
Love's ſtrongeſt efforts try'd ; 

Ah! whither am I flying, 
Her fault'ring tongue expreſs'd, 
Then claſping, panting, ſighing, 
They murmur'd all the reſt. 


SONG CXxv. 
Sung at Vauxhall, 
MILE ſmile, Britannia ſmile, 


Thy genius comes again; 
Jo guard thy fruitful iſle, 
And thunder o'er the main: 
Thy gallant ſons diſdain their eaſe, 
Now crown tnee miſtreſs of the ſeas. 
Now crown, &c. | 


While dauntleſs they advance, 
And bid the cannons roar ; 
They'll ſcourge the pride of France, 
And ſhake the imperi I ſhore: 


They ride in triumph o'er the waves, 


With courage never known to ſlayes, 
With courage, &c. 


The decks all ſtain'd with blood, 
The bullets wing'd with fate; 

The wide and reſtleſs flood, 

Cannot their rage abate: 


7 | 
. 
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In Anſon and in Warren wake, 
The ſouls of Ruſſel and of Blake. 
The ſouls, &c. 


Britons purſue the blow, 

Like ſons of freedom ſight; 
Convince the haughty foe 

That you'll maintain your right: 
Defiance bid to France and Spain, 
Aſſert your empire o'er the main, 
Aſſert, &c. 


8 O. NG. XXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 
IVE us glaſſes my wench ; 


The remembrance of pain and of grief; 
To the winds with our care, 
For we'll never deſpair, 
While a bottle can give us relief. 
While, &c. 


In our revels and joy, 
We'll forget the proud boy, 
Let the Lethe its miracles work; 
For as hollow 1 find, 
As the bottle, her mind, 
And her heart is as light as a cork. 


Ariadne the gay, 
In deſpair, as they ſay 

For the bully that left = behind, 
Would have hang'd or have drown'd, 
But in Bacchus ſhe found, 

A new lover as conſtant and kind, 


L 


Give us wine and we'll quench, 


Theſe 
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Theſe are fables, my dear, 
But the moral is clear, 
It was wine that her peace did reſtore; 
When he left the poor laſs, 
Why ſhe took to her olaſs, 
And ſhe never remember'd him more. 


Ard ſhe, &c. 
SONG CXXVII. 


ES I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Cælia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear I can't tell how 
The pleaſing pain ſtole on me. 
*Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there's no grace reve], 
*Tis not ker ſhape for there the fates 
Have rather been uncivil. 


Tis not her air for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common, 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman. 
Her voice, her touch, might give th "alarm, 
Tis both, perhaps or neither, 
In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm 
Of Cælia altogether, 


SONG CXXVIII. Ar EpiTyHalanivnm, 


Sung by Miſs Young and Mr. Beard, in the Fatal 
Marriage, 


AIR. Miſs Yourg. 


ET all, let all be gay, 
Begin the rapt'rous lay, 


Let 


* 


Let mirth, let mirth and joy, 


Each happy hour employ, 
Of this fair bridal day. 


AIR. Mr. Beard. 
Ye love wing'd hours your flight, 
Your downy flight prepare, 
Bring every ſoft delight, 
To ſooth the brave and fair : 
Hail h-ppy pair! thus in each other bleſs'd, 
Be ever free from care, of every joy poſſeſs'd. 


RECIiITATI1yvE. Miſs Young and Mr. B:ard. 
Take the bleſſings gods intend ye, 

Grateful meet the profler'd joy, 
Truth and honour ſhall attend ye, 

Cuarms that ner can change or cloy, 


Dutt mT T O. Mr, Beard. 
O the raptures of poſſeſſing. 
Taking beauty to thy arms, 


Mi/s Young. " 
O the joy, the laſting bleſſing, 
When with virtue beauty charms. 


Mr Beard. 
Purer flames ſhall gentle warm ye, 


Miſs Young. 
Love and honour both ſhall charm ye, 


. BO r u. 
O the raptures of poſſeſſing, 
tal Taking beauty to thy arms. 


| CH ©@ nu 
Far from hence care and ſtrife, 
Far, each pang that tortures life, 


Let | May 


Ein 


May the circling minutes prove 
One ſweet round of peace and love. 


SONG. CXXIX. 
An Excuſe for a Love STI, 


\ iT AT means that tender ſigh, my dear, 
Wiy filent drops that chryſtal tear; 

W at jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 

Where love and peace delight to reſt. 

Wat tho* thy Jockey has been ſcen, 

Witt M ily ſportiag on the green; 

Tas but an artful trick to prove 

The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 

The matchleſe, &. 


Tis true a naſegay I addreſs'd, 

To grace the witty Daphnc's breaſt ; 

Bot twas t her dtſire to try 

If Damon caſt a jea ous eye, 

"Thoſe flowers will fade by morning drawn 
Neeg'ccte:), ſcatter'd o'er the lawn; 

But in tay fr-grant boſom lyes 

A iweet perfume that never dies, 


SONG. CXXX. 


The Dirce, Surg in the Funeral Proceſſion of 
| JuriEr. | 


I S E, riſe, heart-breaking ſighs, 
| The woe-fraught boſom ſwell : 
*or ſighs alone, and diſmal moan 


Should echo 7 a/ier's kuell, 


Alk. 
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AIR. 

She's gone, the ſweeteſt flow'r of May, 
That blooming bleſt our ſight; 
Thoſe eyes which ſhone like breaking day, 

Are ſet in endleſs night. 


CHORUS. 
Riſe, riſe, &c. 


AtR, 
She's gone, nor leaves behind, 
So fair a form, ſo pure a mind, 
How couldſt thou death, at once deſtroy 
The lover's hopes, the parents joy ? 


Cno kus. 


Alk. 
Thou ſpotleſs ſoul look down below, 
Our unfeign'd ſorrow ſee 
On! give us ſtrength to bear our woe, 
Jo bear the loſs of thee. 


Riſe, riſe, &c. 


CHoRuUus. 
Riſe, riſe, &c. 


SONG CXXXI. 
In the Opera of ELIZA. Sung by Signicra FxAU 


fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
The fair nymphs were ſo bappy and gay : 
That ech night they went ſafely to reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro' the day. 
But ah] what a ſcene mult appear ? 
Maſt the ſweet rural paſtime be o'cr ? 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear: 
Malt the dance on the green be no more: 


1 3 Yi” 


Will the flocks from the paſtures be led ? 
Shall the looms be all ſtop'd 1a each ſhed, 
Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, 


Mutt religon expire on the ground, 
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Muſt the herds go wild ſiraying abroad? 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 


And ſhall comerce grow fick of her tide ? 


And ſhall virtue fink down by her fide ? 


SONG CXXXIL 
The LiLLIEs of FRANCE. 


HE lillies of France and the fair Engliſh roſe, 
Could never agree as old hiſtory ſhews, 
But our Edwards and Henrys thoſe lillies have torn, 
And in their rich ſtandards ſuch enſigns have borne, 
To ſhew that Old England beneath her ſtrong lance, 
Has humbled the pride and the glory of France. 


What would theſe monſieurs? would the know 
| how they ran; 

Only look to the annals of the glorious queen Anne; 

We beat them by ſea and we beat them by land, 

When Maib'rough and Ruſſel enjoy'd the command, 

We,ll beat them again, boys, ſo let them advance, 

Old England deſpiſes the glory of France. 


Then le: the grand monarch aſſemble his hoſt, 
Ard threaten invaſion on fair England's coaſt; 

We bid them defiance, ſo let them come on, 

Have at them, their buſineſs will quickly be done: 
Monſicurs we will ſnew you a new Eagliſh dince, 


Wien our grenadiers march they frighten all France, 


eis take up our muſquets and gird on our ſwords, 
And monſieur you'll find us as good as our words; 


Bea 


( x15 ) 
Beat drums, trumpets ſound, and huzza for our king, 
? And welcome proud France with what troops they 
ſhall brirg : 
f Huzza for Old England, whoſe ſtrong pointed lance, 
Haz humbled the pride and the glory of France. 


SONG CXXXIII. 
Jonx and NeELL, Surg by Mr, Beard. 


S Neil ſat underneath her cow, 

| Upon a cock of hay, 

Briſk John was coming from the plough, 
And chanc'd to paſs that way. 

Like light'nivg to the maid he flew, 
And by the hand he ſqueez'd her, 

| Pray John, the cry'd, be quiet, do, 
SY And frown'd becauſe he teaz'd her. 


| Young Cupid from his mother's knee, 
p14  Obſerv'd her female pride; 
Go on and proſper, John ſaid he, 
And I will be your guide, 
| He aim'd at Nelly's breaſt, a dart, 
om From price it ſoon releas'd her, 
She faintly cry'd I feel love*s ſmart, 
And ligh'd—becauſe it eas'd her. 


John laid himſelf down by her ſide, 
And ſtole a kiſs or two, | 

And flatt'ry's charms he alſo try'd, | 
+11! the the kinder grew? 

Ihe poiſon ſoon begun to ſpread, 2 

ce. gen in the nick he ſeiz'd ber, 8 

5 She ͤtrembled, bluſn'd, and hung her head, 8 


3 * 


nen ſmib'd—becauſe he pleas'd her. 


—— 
wi 
= -» 


55 


AN 


eat SONG 


( 116 ) 


SONG CXXXIV, 


NE morning laſt May, in a pleaſint highway, 
Alone meeting dear Nancy Connor ; 
Being charm'd with her beauty, I cry'd, to ſalute ye, 
I cannot forbear on my honour, 


At which Nancy ſmil*d, ard ſaid the man's wild, 
W hilit languiſhing Igez'd upon her. 

Then take it I pray, for here I can't ſt ay, 
I cannot upon my honour. 


I beg'd for another, pſhaw what a pother, 
However ilill preſſing I won her; 

Till I got half a ſcore, and what happen'd more, 

I muſt not relate on my honour, 


SONG CXXXV. The Toasr. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


RECITATIVE. 
HEN Bacchus, jolly god, invites 
To revel in his ev'ning rites ; 
In vain his altar I ſurround, 
Tho' with burgundian incenſe crown'd : 
No charms has wine without the laſs, 
*Tis love gives reliſh to the glaſs. 


Ar 
While all around with jocund glee, 
In brimmers toaſt their fav'rite ſhe; 
Tho' ev'ry nympb my lips proclaim, 
My heart ſtill wniſpers Chloe's name: 
And thus with me, by am'rous ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health, 


SONG 
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SONG CXXXVI. 


OW pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main! 
No treaſure he ever amaſſ-s, 
But chearfully ſpends all is gain. 


We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true; 

And would not commit a baſe action 
For power or profit in view. 


non . 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breec hes 
Goes thorough the world, brave boys, 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 

The toiler with plenty rewarding, 

W nich plenty too often gives ſtrife. 


When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 

No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
Bat ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 


The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 

Than we, who, to politicks ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great, 


T he various bleſſings of nature | 
In various nations we try : | 
No mortals than us can be greater, | 
Who merrily live till we die. 
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By Damon thus to be betray'd ? 
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SONG CXXXVII, 


O Celia thus fond Damon ſaid, 
See here a moſſy carpet ſpread, 
And then her hand he preſt, 
And then her hand he preſt, 
Free from the world's enquiring eye, 
Here lurks, my dear, no buſy ſpy 
He look'd, he look'd, 
He look''d and ſigh'd the reſt, 


She ſtarted with a faint ſurprize, 

Whilſt pl aſure ſparkled in her eyes, 
Sure Damon does not mean, 
Sure Damon, &c, 

The ſhepherd ftop'd her with a kiſe, 

And claſp' her panting breaſt to his, 
My dear, my dear, 

My dear, we are rot ſcen. 


Then by a thouſand kiſſes more, 

A thouſand tender oaths be ſwore, 
His love ſhould never end, 
His love, &c. 

She call'd on all tne powers above, 

None heard her but the god of love, 
And he, and he, | 

And he was Damon's friend, 


And is there then no hopes, ſhe ſaid, 


Then hung her head and bluſh'd ; 
Taen hung, &c. 
O! Damon, Damon, yet be good, 
The ſhepherd ſmil'd and ſwore he wou'd, 
| She ſigh'd, ſhe ſigh'd, 
She ſigh'd, and all was huſh'd. 


. 
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SONG CXXXVIII. 


The MuTuaL SYMPTOMS, wrote by a Lady, 
Set to Mufic by Dr. Arne, 


H! who in all theſe happy plains 
With Colin can compare, 


A Youth eſteem'd by all the ſwains, 
Belov'd by all the fair. 

I think he's free from artful wiles; 
For oft with tearfui eye, 

He fondly looks at me and ſmiles, 
He does, I know not why. 
He does, I know not why, 


Ile preſs'd my hand, I bluſh'd and ſigh'd, 
Yet hope he did not fee, 

And then to ſpeak, he vainly try'd, 
But gently ſigh'd like me, 

Methinks this wary heart ſhould know, 
If Colin feign'd the figh, 

Yet where he's nam'd it flutters ſo, 
It does, I know not why, 


Say gentle god whoſe mighty Laws, 
Prevail o'er nympbs and ſwains, 

O ſhew my heart the ſecret cauſe, 
Of Colin's tender pain. 


Say rather why this heart entreats, 


The cauſe of Colin's woe, 
And why it flutters, why it beats, 
Alas! too well I know, 


SONG 
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SONG CXXXIX, 


6 8 OM loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 


But Harry fighs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his love miſcarry ; 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 

Whilſt Mary flights his paſſion : 
So ſtrangely freak iſh are the turns 
Of human inclination, 


Mo!l gave Hal a wreath of flow'rs, 
Which he, in amorous folly, 

Conſign'd to Bell, and in a few hours 
It came again to Molly. 

Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo. 
No turtles can be truer ; 

Each loves the object they purſue, 
But hates the kind purſuer. 


As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hal deſpies Mary; 

And all the flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom ſhe vents on Harry. 

If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er, ſaw people grummer ; 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good humour. 


Then lovers, hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation, 

How much *tis ev'ry one's concern 
To ſmile at reformation : 

And till through life this rule purſue, 
Whatever objects ftrike ye, 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thoſe you love may like you. 


SONG 
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SONG CXL. 
SPRING ar Op E. Set by Dr. Arne, 


D ECRIPT winter limpt away, 

Now youthful ſpring all trim and gay, 
Comes triping o'er the ſunny plain, 

With health and pleaſure in her trajn ; 

She comes, and lo! where e'er ſhe treads, 
Soft cowſlips | ft their velvet heads; 

With ſnow drops white and vilets blue, 

And flowers of every leaf and hue, 


Hail! ſmilivg ſeaſon woo'd by thee, 

Town has no longer charms for me; 
Sated with folly, ſmoak and noiſe, 

pant for calmer, purer joys : 

Lead me, ſome rural genius, where 

The wanton, cool, and balmy air, 

Freſh breathing from hill, mead and grove, 
Inſpires ſeſtivity and love. 


Thrice happy man, whoſe friendly fate 
A ffords a pleaſant country ſeat, 

Secure retirement and defence, 

From buſineſs and impertinence; 

There he may ſtretch beneath the ſhade, 
For eaſe and contemplation made, 

And neither ſpy nor whiſperer near, 
Enjoy the beauties of the year, 
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SONG CXLI. 
The Heroic FAIR. Set by Mr. Oſwald. 
8 with ſoft ſighs for our country alarms, 


Our country ſollicits our ſmiles to ic's aid; 
Let our beauty inſpirit it's votries to arms, 
And heroes alone win the heart of the mind. 


Laſt month, my dear Colin, with tear ſwimming eyes, 
Preſs'd my hand, while he look'd a whole volume 
of woe ; 
Even then for my heart never wore a diſguiſe ; 
If you love me, ſaid 1, go and conquer the foe. 


Go and ruſh to the fight, go and conquer the foe, 
Securing your country, ſecure your one bliſs ; 
Love ſhall nerve your bold arm, love ſhall proſper 
each blow, 
And the ruin of France ſhall ſecure you a kiſs. 


Go then, he obey'd, reſolv'd not to ſtay, 
But preſs'd lips firſt, how elſe cou'd we part, 
I ſigh'd him ſucceſs as the youth went away, 
For his worth had ſecur'd ev'ry with of my heart. 


If by my example, my ſex was inſpir'd, 
No nation wouid dare to provoke Britith rage, 
Our ſwains with true courage would be fir d, 
And our {miles create heroes in every age. 


$ONG CXLI.. 
SPRING, Set by Mr. Oſwald. 


HE primroſe now uprears its head, 
The yellow cowſlip paints the mead, 1 
c 


he 


Our charms returning ſeaſons bring, 


Then Colin as thou plodſt along, 
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The hyacinth and vilet blew, 
In all their gaiety we view; 
See Flora all her treaſures bring. 
'To deck the verdant top of ſpring, 


Ev'n as he homeward plods, 

Slow pacing o'er his kindred clode, 
Now whiltles ſhrill a merrier note, 
And tunes to muſic his rough throat, 
And ftrives in ruſtick lays to ſing, 
And celebrate the gelts of ſpring. 


Ye flowers that pleaſe the gazing eve, 
Whoſe charming bloom will quickly die; 
As Chloe marks your ſwift decay, 

Thus to the maid this leſſon ſay, 


The rural beatuties of the ſpring. 


Haſte Zephyr where the jeſs'mine grows, 
Go ſteal the perſume from the roſe; 

Rob ev'ry flower of ev'ry ſweet, 

And my Chloe haſte to meet ; 

In whiſpers tell how ſweet a thing, 

Is love in life delightful ſpring. 


Be this the moral of my ſong ; 

Now ſoon the flecting ſeaſons end, 

How autumn fruits on ſpring depend ; 
Tell her to heed the truth you ſing, 
And make the molt of life's ſhort ſprings 
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SONG CXLIII. 


VALENTINES Day. 


HE tuneful choir in amerous ſtrains, 
Accoſt their feather'd loves, 
While each fond mate with equal pains, 
1 he tender ſuit approves, 


With chearſul hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
They ſport along the meads, 

In ſocial bliſs together ſtray, 
Were love or fancy leads, 


Thro' ſprings gay ſcenes each happy pair, 
Their mutual loves proclaim, 

Till winter's chilling b/aits inv. de, 
And damp th'enliwen'ng flame. 


Then all the jocund ſcene declinee, 
Nor woods, ror meads delight; 

The drooping tribe in ſe:ret pines, 
And mourns th'unwelcome fight, 


Go bliſsfol warblers timely wiſe, 
Th inſtructive moral tell, 

Nor thou their meaning Jays deſpiſe, 
My charming Annabell. 


SONG U. 
The Dis TREST Lovek. 


O more ye ſwains, no more upbraid, 
A youth by love unhappy made; 
Your rural ſports are all in vain, 
To ſooth my care, or caſe my pain ; 
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Nor ſhades of trees, nor ſweets of flowers, 
Can ere redeem my happy hours; 
When eaſe forſake the tortur'd mind, 
What pleaſure can a lover find. 


Yet, if indeed, vou wiſh to ſee, 
Your Damon {till re ſtor'd and free; 
Go, try to move the cruel fair, 
And gain the ſcornful Cælia's ear. 
But, oh! forbear with too much art, 
To touch that dear relentleſs heart, 
Leſt rivals to my fears ye prove, 
And jealouſy ſucceed to love. 


SONG CXLV. 
Britain in Tears for the Loſs of brave General Woltt. 
Set by Mr. Basford. 


F ancient Romans did lament, 
When hero Wolfe's death caus'd diicontent ; 
Inen well may England make her moan, 
Since her beſt Hero Wolfe is gone. 


Cuoryt's. 
Mourn England, mourn in duller ſtrain, 
Your chiefeſt hero Wolfe is ſlain, 


Adorn'd with every manly grace, 

In heart and body, mind and face, 

lis virtue far and near was fam'd, 

A better man no age has nam'd. 
Chorus. 


This matchleſs hero's valoar great, 
Led him abroad „Wich proy'd his fate, 
X 3 Quebec 
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Quebec has he conquer'd, there did die, 


W nich raiſed him to mortality. 
Chorus. 


What tongue his praiſe can tel], 

Or pen expreſs the grief we feel ; 

This hero's death for ever will, 

Fach Briton's heart with ſorrow fil, 
Chorus. 


His virtuous mother, ſhe is left, 

Of her beloved ſon bereft; 

But this ber joy is Ger as 

He boldly dy's in honours cavſe, 
Chorus. 


Yet ipend no time in grief alone, 
But bope as George fits on the throne, 
As good as Wolfe another'l] riſe, 

Jo curb Great Britain's enemies. 


Chorus. 
SONG ell. 


Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a gar: 
Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne or 
Clarct ; 
With high ſoups, or ragonts, be never was fed, 
But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 
Derry down, down, 


TJis work he purſu'd without any repinirg, 

Wen bleſs'd with a pint of three-threads for his 
lining; 

Til Capid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 

Wah; a ſemſtteſs's bodkin deſtroy'd his gien, 
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Sne might always be ſure of a gooſe at the fire. | 
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No longer a birth-night afords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in titrers his meaſure : 
His bills he contrives not with items to ſwell ; 


Silk, twiſt, tape and buckram, he damns them to 
hell. 


Cupid pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fine-draw th? hole he had made 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 
And never give out till he'd finiſſi'd his ſuit, 


He viſits the ſemſtreſs with aukward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kinaneſs hung his happineſs : 

But ſhe ſcornſully ſocęr'ꝗ at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 
For ſhe, lack-a-day ! was as ſharp as a ncedle. 


He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 


And beog'd be might ſoon be ioform*d of his doom; 


Uoleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhort'y his wife, 


"Tlie fates ſhears would ſoon cut off his remnant of 
life. 


L'ye think, ery' the ſemſtreſs, I'll take for a ſpouſe, 
Ore whom no one eſteems as three ſkips of a louſe; 
Advance 1n your favour whatever you can, 

A Taylor is but the ninth part of a man. 


The taylor proceeded with lying, intreating ; 

And makivg ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear re- 
peating ; | | 

A woman unmarry*d was uſeleſs, he faid ; 

Was juſt like a needle without any thread. 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together, 
he cry*d | 

For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 

Tho' to turkeys an capons he could not aſpire; 5 
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As ſhe work'd he commended her fingers fo 


nimble ! 


And ſwore that her eyes were more bright than her 


thimble ;_ 
Tho? ſmall was his wit, he ſo aQed his part, 


That (I know not how 'twas) but he cabbag'd her 


heart. | 
Away hand in hand to the chapel they went ; 


Nor appear'd in their viſage the leaſt diſcontent ; 
None but death could the conjugal knot have unty'd ; 
For croſs-legg'd together they {at till they dy'd. 


SON G. CLXVII. 


V father and mother (what ail'em) 

M Pretend I'm too young to be wed ? 

hey expect, bur in troth 1 ſhall fail 'em, 
That J finiſh my chairs and my bed. 


Provided our minds are but cheary, 
Wooden chairs wo'not argue a glove, 

One bed will hold me and my deary, 
The main chance in wedlock is love. 


My father, when aſk'd if he'd lend us, 
An horſe to the parſon to ride; 

A wheel-barrow offcr'd to ſend us, 
And John for the footman beſide. 


Wou'd we never had aſk'd him; for whip it! 
To the church, tho' two miles and a half, 
Twice as far *twere a pleaſure to trip it; 
ut then how the people would laugh! 


The neighbours are nettled moſt ſadly, 
Was cer ſuch a forward bold thing? 

Sure girl never ated ſo madly !* 

Thro' the pariſh theſe back bitings ring. 


* 
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Yet I will be married to-morrow, 
And charming young Harry's the man ; 
My brother's blind nag we can borrow, 
And he prevent us that can. 


Not waiting for parents conſenting, 
My brother took Nell of the green; 

Yet both far enough from repenting, 
Now live like a king and a queen. 


Pray when will your gay things of London, 
Produce ſuch ſtrapper as Nell's? 

There wives by their huſband's are undone, 
As Saturday's news-paper tells, 


Polly Barnley ſaid over and over, 
I ſoon ſhould be leſt in the lurch; 
For Harry ſhe knew, was a rover, 
And never would venture to church, 


Arid 1 know the ſorrows that wound her, 
He courted her once he confeſt ; 

With another too great, when he found her, 
He bid her take him ſhe lik'd beſt. 


But all that are like her, or wou'd be, 
May learn from my Harry and me 

If maids wou'd be maids while they ſhould be 
How faithful their ſwcet- hearts would be, 


My mother ſays, cloathing and ſeeding 
Will ſoon mate me fick of a brat : 

But, tho? I prove ſick in my breeding, 
I care not a farthing for that. 


For if I'm not hugely miſtaken, 

We can live by the ſweat of our brow ; 
Stick a hog once a year for fat bacon. 

And all the year round keep a cow. 
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I value no dainties a button, 
Coarſe food will our ſtomachs allay ; 
If we can get veal, beef, and mutton, 
A chine and a pudding we may. 


A fig for your richeſt brocading ; 

In linſey there's nothing that's baſe ; 
Your finery ſoon ſets a fading, 

My dowlaſs will laſt beyoad lace. 


T envy not wealth to a miſer. 
Nor wou'd I be plagu'd with his ſtore ; 
To eat all, and wear all, is wiſer ; 
Enough muſt be better than more. 


So nothing ſhall tempt me from Harry, 
His heart is as true as the ſun: 

Eve with Adam was order'd to marry, 
The world it ſlzould end as begun, 


SONG CXLIX. 
The Maipen's CHoics. 


F ever, oh ! Hymen, I add to thy tribe, 
Let ſuch be my p-:rtner my muſe ſhall deſcribe, 
Not in party too high, nor in ſtature too low, 
Not the leaſt of a clown, nor too much of a beau, 


Be his perſon genteel, and engaging his air, 

His temper ſtill yielding, his ſoul too ſincere, 
But a dupe to his paſſion *gainſt reaſon to move, 
But kind to the ſwec teſt in the paſſion of love. 


Let honour, commendable pride in the ſex, 
His actions direct, and his principles fix, 

No groundleſs ſuſpicion muſt he ever ſurmiſe, 
Nor jealouſy read every lodk in my eyes. 


If 


If 
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If ſuch a bleſt youth ſhould approve of my charms, 
And no thought of intereſt his boſom alarms ; 
Ihen in wedlock Ill join with a mutual Cefire, 
And prudence ſhall cheriſh the wavering fire. 


Thus time ſhall glide on unpereeiv'd in decay, 

Each night ſhall be bliſsful, and happy each day; 

Such a partner, grant heav'n, with my pray'r O 
comply ! 

Or a maid let me live, and a mid let me die, 


SONG CLI. 
The Lucky Far. Set by Dr. Arne, 


Band of Cupid's other day, 

Were in a myrtle grove, 

Jill tir'd of every boyiſh play, 
They made a match to rove. 

But where cries one, the cock of all, 
Let's fix upon a place; 

Hang Paphos and Olympus hall, 
I vote for Chloe's face. 


No ſooner ſaid, then off they flew, 
And gather'd round the fair, 

As ſwarming bees on flowers do, 
They ſettl'd here and there. 

Some on her lips, her noſe and chin, 
A ſcore on either cheek, 

While fifty to her eyes went in, 
To play at hide and ſeek. 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 
The wranglers to have heard, 
For place diſputing all the while, 
Tho' each his own prefer'd ; 
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Till chancing from her lips to ſlice, 
One fell on Chloe's breaſt, 
And creeping down in triumph cry'd, 
W boſe lations now the belt. 


SONG CLII. 


Naxcy CRow. Set by Dr. Arne. 


AR ! whenee this impotence of mind, 
Sure beauty properly defind, 
To learning is a foe ; 
Newton and Pope neglected lie, 
Belinda can no more ſupply, 
The place of Nancy Crow, 


Let thoſe who wou'd the depths explore, 
Of modern wit, or antient lore, 
To foreign climates go; 
To me let none propoſe this taſk, 
No proof of nature's force I aſk, 
But charming Nancy Crow. 


Through the ſmooth ſurface of the ſtream, 
When brighten'd by the morning beam, 
Me ſee the lands below; 
Thus in her face as ſmooth as clear, 
Enlighten'd by her eyes appear, 

The thoughts of Narcy Crow. 


Had nature now too careleſs grown, 
Each year the ſeeds of beauty ſown ; 
Sure time wou'd not be ſlow, 
Since fourteen ſummers cou'd produce, 
A plant ſo fair, ſo fit for uſe, 
As charming Nancy Crow. 


Alas. 
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Alas! ſaid Flora, with a tear, 
No more my roſes muſt appear, 
No more my lillies blow ; 
For oh ! their boaſting red and white, 
Their ſoftneſs, fragrance all unite, 
In lovely Nancy Crow, 


Let thoſe whom coarſer nerves ſuſtain, 

O'er hills and dales, through rough and plain, 
Purſue the bleeding doe; | 

Tis mine to chaſe a ſprightly fair, 

Like Daphne crown'd with golden hair, 
Coy, tempting Nancy Crow. 


SONG CLIII. 
Set by Mr, Oſwald. 


HE fragrant lilly of the vale, 
So elegantly fair, whoſe ſweet perfume 
Each fanning gale, each fanning gale, 
To Chloe I compare. 


What tho" on earth it lowly grows, 
And ftrives it's head to hide, 
It's ſweetneſs far outvies the roſe, 
T hat plants with ſo much pride. 


The coſtly tulip owes it's hue, 
To many a gawdy ſtain, 

In this we view the virgin white, 
Of innocence remain. 


See how the curious floriſt's hand, 
Up rears it's humble head, 
And to preſerve the charming flow'r, 
Tranſplants it to his bed. 
N 


There 
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There while it ſheds it's ſweets around, 
How ſhines each modeit grace, 
Enraptur'd how it's owrer ſtands, 
To view it's lovely face. 
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But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve, 
The infereace of my tale; 
May I the flow'riſt be, 
And thou my lilly of the vale. 


SONG CLIV. 


The Words by Mr. Lockman, 


Ehold where Britannia points, joy ful, her lance ! 
In maritime pomp behold Neptune advance! 
To land his lov'd hero from the coaſt of France. 
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Soest. 
Welcome, brave Hawke! to Old England: 
To Old England welcome brave Hawke! 


His hero, who, more than two-thirds of the year, 
Deſpiſing Conflans, be fore Breſt did appear: 
There brav'd foes and ſtorms, ever ſtronger to fear. 


November the 2oth, whilſt clouds rattling flew, 
The French, who had meanly ſtole out, came in view; 
When, fierce as a lion, to charge them he flew. 


„Mid the thunder of winds, and the rage of the ſea ; 
"Mid rocks, —dark neſs, —al! that can horrible be: 
Yet a battle to r ſk, how intrepid was he! 


But the juncture, he knew, wou'd admit no delay 
His virtue, his honour, cry'd—** Shew no diſmay : 
« Since the weal of three realms may depend on this 


day, 
Loud 
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Loud beliow'd our cannon ; as loud th' ocean roat'd: 


A panic ſeiz'd ev*ry poor monſieur on board; 
Whenthe few who engag'd, ſoon for quarter implor'd. 


Five ſhips did, reluctant, the combat ſuſtain ; 
Whilſt eight, trembliag, ſneak'd up the riverVilaine; 
And the reſt flew, like feathers, all over the main. 


This mighty blow ſtruck, all invaſions was o'er ;— 
The French, ſure, will think of Armadas no more; 
But, bznkrupts compleat, their own folly deplore, 


No more (hapleſs Lewis !) thy ſquadrons prepare. — 
To face valiant Hawke not a Frenci:man cou'd dare, 
Since himſelf took three king's-thips off cape finiftere, 


Orford, Torrington, Anſon, for victories won ; 
Found noble reward, and with high honours ſhone : 
How glorious a courſe has our admiral run ! 


With the thanks of the king, this great action was 
crown'd ; 

With the thanks of the Commons, their houſe did 
reſound ; 

And the voice that pronounc'd them, will fly the 
world round, 


All hail our bright æra, the fam'd fifty-nine ! 
All hail Hawke's companions, how greatly they ſhine! 
All hail George the ſecond, what glory is thine ! 


SONG CLV. A New MeEpizy. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion how can it torment; if 
bitter, O tel] me whence || comes it, nezghbour 
Dick that you, with taſte ancommon, have play'd 
the girls this trick, and wedded an; || Old woman 
cloatned in grey, whoſe daughter was charming and 
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voung ; | Roger came tapping at Dolly's window, 
tumpaty, tumpaty, tump, he begg'd for admittance, 
ſhe anſuwec'd him no, ro ; || no, no, no, no, no, I 
muſt rot try, I cannot fly, I muſt not durſt not can- 
nor. Fly care to the winds thus I blow thee away, 
I'!l drown thee in wine if thou dere for to || Stay, 
ſhepherd ſt y, I prethee ſtay, did not you ſee her 
Go roſe, my Cloe's boſom grace, my Cloe's boſom 
grace, how, || happy, happy, kappy pair, cone but 
the brave, none but the brave, none but the brave 
deſerves the | Faireſt of the virgin thtong, doſt thou 
ſeek thy fivains abode, ſee yon fertile vale along the 
pew worn || paths, the flocks ſaall leave the moun- 
tains, the woods the turtle dove, the nymphs for- 
ſake the fountains, &er 1 forſake | my. goddefs 
Celia heav'nly fair, 25 lillies ſweet, as ſoft as ait; 
let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms, and to my 
love, give || o'er your f:olifh prating talk no | more 
of all the girls th t are {6 ſmart, tnere's none like 
charming Sally, the is the darling of my || Cloe has 
dimples and files I muſt own, but tho' ſhe cou'd 
ſmile yet in truth ſhe cou'd frown, but || tell me tel! 
m charming creature, muſt I always love in || vain, 
ocar Cloe you ſuggeſt that I in a humour was late 
as any good fellow may be, to thir k of no matters of 
|.t-, but ſeek ſor || Good fellows all that love to be 
told where there's claret good ſtore, attend to the 
call of one that's ne'er frighted but greatly delight- 
ed with early horn ſalute the morn that gilds this 
charming place, with chearful cries bid eccho riſe 
and join the || ſweer roſy morning peeps over the 
hills wien bluſhes adorning the meadows and fields 
while the merry, merry, merry horn || calls us tip- 
lers all up in the morn, to the mitie or the rummer 
we ſteer to unharbour tue beſt liquor there, 

8 al 
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all the night long, with wine punch and ſong, we 
take off our glaſſes ſo chearful and free, our joys will 
abound, while the liquor goes round, no mortals on 
earth are ſo happy as we. | 


SONG CLVI. 


HEN icicles hang on the wall, 
And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nails, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pails. 


when blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly ſings the ſtaring owl, 
To-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 

W hile greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind Coth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parſon's faw, - 
And birds fit brooding in the ſnow, 

And Marian's noſe looke red and ray ; 


Then roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
And nightly ſings the ſtaring owl, 
To-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 

W hile greaſy Joan doth keel the pot, 


SONG CLVII, 


Y paſſion is as muſtard ſtrong, 
I ſit all ſober ſad, 
Drunk as a piper all day long, 
Or, like a March hare, mad. 


Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 
I drink, yet can't forget her; 
For tho' as drunk as David's ſow, 

I love her ſtill the better. 
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Pert as a pear-monger I'd be, 
If Molly were but kind, 
Cool as a cucumber would ſee 
The reſt of woman-kind. 


Like a ſtuck pig I gaping ſtare, 
And eye her o'er and o'er, 

Lean as a rake with ſighs and care, 
Sleek as a mouſe before. 


Plump as a partridge I was known, 
And ſoft as ſilk my ſkin, 

My cheeks as fat as butter grown, 

But as a groat now thin, 


J, melancholy, as a cat, 
Am kept awake to weep, 

But ſhe, inſenſible of that, 
Sourd as a top can ſleep. 


Hard is her heart, as flint or ſtone, 
She laughs to ſee me pale ; 

And merry as a grig is grown, 
And briſk as bottled ale. 


The God of love, at her approach 
Is buſy as a bee; 

Hearts, ſound as any bell or roach, 
Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 


Ah me ! as thick as hops or hail, 
The fine men croud a bout her, 

But ſoon as dead as a door nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 


Strait as my leg ber ſhape appears, 
O] were we join'd tegether, 

My heart would ſoon be free from cares, 
And I ghter than a feather, 
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As fine as five-pence is her mien, 
No drum was ever tighter ; 
Her glance is as a razor keen, 
And not the ſun is brighter, 


As ſoft as pap her kiſſ's are, 
Methinks I fee! them yet, 

row as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes as blick as jet. 


As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curds, 
Her pretty hand invites, 

Sharp as a needle are her words, 

Her wit like pepper bites, 


Briſk as a body louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a penny dreſt, 

Sweet as a roſe her face and lips, 
Round as a globe her breait. 


Full as an egg was I with glee, 
And happy as a king, 

Good lack ! how all envy'd me, 
She lov*d like any thing. 


But falſe as hell, ſhe, like the wind, 
Chang'd, as her ſex muſt do, 

Though ſeeming as the turtle kind, 
And has the goſpel true, 


If I and Molly ſhould -gree, 
Let who will take Peru, 

Great as an Emp'ror I ſhould be, 
And richer than a Jew. 


\ Till you grow tender as a chick, 

I'm dull as any poſt; 

Let us, like burrs, together flick, 
As warm as any toaſt, 
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You'll know me truer than a dye, 
And with me better ſped, 
Flat as a flounder when ] lie, 
And as a herring dead. 


Sure as a gun ſhe'll drop a tear, 
And ſigh, perhaps, and with, 

When I'm as rotten as a pear, 
And mute as any fiſh, 


SONG CXLVIIL. 


7 E medley of mortals, that make up this throng, 
Y Spare your wit for a moment and liſt to my 
long. | 
What you would not expect here, my wit ſhall be new, 
And what is more ſtrange, ev'ry word ſhall be true. 
Sing tantararara truth all, truth all, 


Not a toy in the place you'll buy cheaper than mine, 
Bring your laſſes to me, and you'il ſave all your coin; 
The ladies alone will pay dear for my ſkill, 

For if they will hear me—their tongues mutt lie ſill. 
| Sing tantararara mute all, 


Though eur revels are ſcoru'd by the grave and the 
wiſe, 
Yet they pract ſe all day what they ſeem to deſpiſe ; 
Examine mankind from the great to the ſmall, 
Each mortal's diſpui:'d, and the world is a ball. 
Sing tantararara miſks all. 


The parſon brim ful of October and grace, | 

With a long taper pipe, and a round ruddy face, 

Will rail at your doings —but when it is dark, 

The dector's diſguiſed, and led home by the Clerk. 
Sing tantararara maſks all. 


The 


l. 


Who with zounds he did this, and with *ſblood he'll 


And when mellow ſhe's pluck'd by the coachman 


Mi 
The fierce roaring blade with long ſword and cock'® 
hat, 


do that ; 
When he comes to his trial, he fai's in his part, 
And proves that his looks were but maſks to his 
heart. 
Sing tantararara maſks all, 


The beau adds the rake and will talk of amours, 

Snews letters from wives, and appointments from 
whores; 

But a creature, ſo modeſt, avoids all diſgrace, 

For how would he bluſh ſhould he meet face to face? 

Sing tantararara maſks all. 


The courtiers and patriots, *mong, other fine things, 

Will talk of their country, and love to their kings; 

Yet their miſks will drop off, if you ſhake, but the 

| pelf, | 

And ſhew king and Country all center'd in ſelf, 
Sing tantararara maſks all, 


With an outſide of virtue, Miſs Squeamiſh the prude, 

If you touch her, ſhe ſaints ; if you ſpeak, you are 
rude ; | 

Thus fh-'s prim, and ſhe's coy, till her bloſſoms are 
gone, 


or John, 
Sing taptararara maſks all, 


With a great maſk of wiſdom ſay phyſic and la, 
In your 2 taere's no fear, in your cauſe there's no 
aW z ; 


Till 
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Till death and the judge have decreed, they look big, 
Then you find you have truſted—a full bottom wig. 
Tt Sing tantararara maſks all, 


Thus life is no more than a round of deceit, 
Each reighbour will find thit his next is a cheat ; 
But if, oh ye mortals, theſe tricks you purſue, 
You at laſt cheat yuurſelves—and the devil cheats 
you, 
Sing tantararara maſks ail 


SONG CLXIX. | 
EAVE, neighbours, your work, and to ſport 


and to play, 


Let the tabor ſtrike up and the village be gay, 
Let the tabor, &c. 


No day through the year ſtall more chearful be Teen, 


For Rslph of the mill, marries Sue of the green, 
For Ralph &c. 


I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 
And while the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Who'll be fo happy ſo happy as we! 


Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a bride, 
Be married to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd. 

My body is ſtout and my heart is as ſound, 

And my love like my courage will never give ground, 


Let ladies of faſhion tbe beſt jointures wed, 
And prudently take the beſt bidders to bed. 
Such ſigning and ſealing's no part of our bliſs, 
We ſettle our hearts, and we ſeal with a kils. 


Though 


1 
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Though Ralph is not Courtly no none of your beaus, 
No bources, nor flatters, nor wears your fine clothes, 
In nothing he'II borrow from folk of high life, 

Nor e'er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 


While thus I am able to work at my mill, 
While thus thou are kind, and thy tongue but lies Ril} 
Our joys ſhall continue, and ever be new, 

And none be ſo happy as Ralph ard his Sue, 


SONG. CLXX; 
Wrote by a Gentleman at the Hague, 


DIEU to whom my boſom turns, 
With whom I've left my care; 
Adieu to where my friendſhip burns, 
Adieu to Albion's fair. 


Ye charmer's of the happy land, 
May war's deſtructive arms, 
Ne'er thunder o'er your ſtrand, 
Nor fright you with alarms. 


O! ſea girt iſle for, beauty fam'd, 
Such nymphs indeed are rare ; 
Thy minds Jove has long proclaim'd 

Beyond deſcription fair. 


O! peaſe the viQor's, nor the captive's ſcorn, 
Retwin thy olive wand, 


And plenty from her wealthy horn, 
Shall feed each barren land, 
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air 6. x. 
Mars and BSZLLONA, in the Manner of Anacreon. 
| 82 the angry god of war, 


See him on his iron car, 
See him with reſentment ſteel'd, 
Dart his rage around the field. 
Bello' ſeeks the nether world, 
Lo! around her fiery hurl'd; 
Britain claims his foſt'ring hand, 
Mars obeys the glad demand; 
Gallic ſquadrons fly around, 
Gallic blood has ſtain'd the ground; 
Gallic enſigns wave no more, 
Mars has ta'en the gilded flow'r ; * 
Bello? thunders o'er the main, 
Fights her battles o'er again, 


Vict'ry crowns th* imperial ſway, 


ove approves, and hails the day ; 
hat to Britain firſt was giv'n; 
Bliſs to make another heav'n. 


* Quebec. 
S'ON G CLXI.. 


The Harry SHEPHERD. 


Y Sylvia and I, how oft have we ſtray d, 


O'er yon hill and that favorite vale, 
My grot and my bow'r ber viſits have had, 
When J was far off in the dale. 


O!] then would I haſten to ſnatch a ſweet kiſs, 
But found that my charmer was flown, 

Oft have I figh'd, and cry'd fie twas amiſs, 

Dear Sylvia ſo ſoon to be gone. 
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A twelvemonth we paſs'd in this amorous play, 
Ere Sylvia ſuſpected my love, 
At length more ſerious ſhe grew ev'ry day, 
And ſeem'd of my ſuit to approve. 


Naw was the time to make Sylvia a bride, 
Exe the arts of our ſex ſhe had known, 

Ere beaux or belles had ffected her pride, 
With titles or whims of the town. 


Cover'd with bluſhes ſhe gave her conſent, 
From pain to releaſe me to eaſe; 
Now ev'ry day we are only intent, 


On which way each other to pleaſe. 
'-SO NG CLXIIL 


The Words by a Gentleman at Cambridge. 


T being one morning in the month of May, 

] rofe with the lark to gather the flowers ſo gay; 

W here 1 walk'd over the fields and meadows ſo green, 
As it was ſo early, no one was to be ſeen, 


Being thus amuſing myſelf there alone, 

J heard from the groves a voice to make mone ; 

It was a young damſel lamenting the loſs of her dear, 

Saying, - is gone and left me, and which way ſhall I 
cer. 1 


Young Cope did firſt wound me with his ſhivering 
art, 8 
Which pierſt me to my poor tender heart: 
He told me he lov'd me, and always wou'd be true, 
With bisdeceitful tongue, which now cauſes me to rue. 


He told me I was handſome in every limb and air, 
But all this I knew before 5 felt love I ſware ; 8 
But 
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But how falſe is the man whom I thought ſo true, 
So which way ſhall 1 now perſue,- t 


O! why could I thus believe his flattering tongue, 
But now it is to late, for my heart it is gone, 
Since he is ſo cruel for to leave me in deſp ir, 
And tangle myſelf in love-fick care. 


Pl viſit now the ſhepherds all on the plain, 

For to enquire, did they ſee my ungrateful ſwain 
And if I can't hear of the man I lov*d ſo true, 
No more ſhall his falſe heart Eauſe me to rue, 


SONG CLXIV, 


Groo. A new Sea-SonG. Written at Jamacia. 


E jolly true blues of the main, 
Well ſkilled in heaving the Log; 
Attend to the ſailor's rough ſtrain, | 
Who ſings of the fav'rite Grog. 


For Grog is the liquor of lite, 

The delight of each bold Britiſh tar; 
It baniſhes ſorrow and ſtrife, 

And ſweetens the hardſhips of war. 
It baniſhs ſorrow and ftrife, &c. 


Brave Vernon! to Britons ſtill dear, 
O long may'ſt thou live tho' incog. 

"Twas ſome deity whiſper'd thine ear, 
And hinted the healch-giving Grog. 
For Grog is the liqour of life &c. 


If Jove ſhould, as wiſdom, deſcend, 
Of ſome female mortal a-gog; 

His liquor he ſurely would mend, 

By mixing his Nectar with Grog. 

For Grog is the liquor of life, &c. His 


þ 
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His vineyards the Monſieur may boaſt. 
Or delight in the ſoup of a frog ; 
But too ſoon he ſhall find to his colt, 
That Claret muſt yeild to good Grog. 
For Grog is the liquor of life, &c. 


J heard and hibernian declare, 
By St. Patrick, tho' born in a bog, 
That while he could fee with an ear, 
No wine he would drink except Grog. 
For Grog is the liquor of life, &. 


Each Saturday night that revolves, 
My meſs mate he gives me a jog ; 
To the wife or the ſweetheart he loves, 
He takes off a can of good Grog. 
For Grog is the liquor of life, &c. 


No danger our hearts can diſmay, _ 
No terror we feel from a flog; 
For what is a dozen a day, 
To a double allowance of Grog? 
For Grog is the liquor of lite, &c. 


Now war is declar'd let's advance, 
May the flincher be hung like a dog, 
W ho daſtardly yields to vain France, 
Is a ſtranger to freedom and Grog. 
For Grog is the liquor of life, &c. 


SO NG CLXV. 


The Dis APPOINTMENT, an original Song, by a Gen- 
teman at Salop. 


NJ NE evening as I was taking the air, , 
I met a young damſel both handſome and fair; 
: DE; Her 
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Her age, as I geſt, was nat o'er nineteen, 
Her face was the brighteſt that e'er was ſeen. 


I fixt my eyes on the charmer ſo fair, 
And ſtood ſo con fus'd, I cou'd not declare, 
My love to ſweet Polly the brave, 

And I was her conquer'd ſlave, 


My paſhon thus burning in my heart, 

At length I took courage, and flew like a dart, 
And att ck'd the blooming maid ; | 

Fie ! min be gone, ſhe inſtantly ſaid. 


Cupid commanded me then to obey, 
Ard love was my maſter a many a day ; 
As mayy tokens I ſent to the fair, 

But her anſwers was I mutt diſpair. 


For ſhe wou'd grant me no relief, 
Such was my fate, ſuch was my grief ; 
Ye gods, let me tell you, I am true. 
Ard if 1 die, it will be for Polly U. 


SONG CLXVI. 
Cxt.oz's ResoLves. 8.7 by Dr, Green. 


S Chloe on flowers reclia'd o'er the fiream, 
She ſigl. d to the breeze, and: made Colin her 
theame, 
Tho pleaſant the ſtream and tho? cooling the breeze, 
And the flowers, thc? fragrant, ſhe pant'd for eaſe. 


The ſtream it was fickle and haſt'd away, 

Tt kiſs'd the ſweet banks, but no longer would ſtay, 
"Tho? beauteous, inconſtant and faithleſs tho? fair 
Ah! Colin look in and behcld thyſelf there. 


The 
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The breeze that ſo ſweet on her boſom did play, 
Now roſe to a tempiſt, and darkned the day, 
As ſoft as the breeze, and as loud as the wind, 
Such Colin when angry, and Colin when kind. 


The flowers when gather'd fo beauteous and ſweet, 
Now fade on her buſom and die at her feet, 

As ſoft in their bloom, and as foul in decay, 

Such Colin when preſent, and Colin away. 


In rage and diſpair, from the gronnd ſhe aroſe, 
And from her the flowers fo faded ſhe throws; 
She weeps in the ſtream and ſi e ſighs to the u ind, 
Ard reſolves to drive Colin quit out of her mind. 
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But what her reſ lves when her Colin appear'd, 
The ſtream it ſtood ſtill, and no tempeſt was heard ; 
The flowers recover'd their beautiful hue, 

She found he was kind, and believ'd he was true 


SONG CLXVIL. 
A New Song to CEL IA. 


5 my Celia let us prove, | 

While may the ſports of love: 

Time will not be ours for ever, TEAK. 

He at length our good will favour z n 
Spend not then hys gifts in vain, | 
The ſun that ſets may riſe gain. 


Bat if once we loſe this light, 5 * 

*Tis with us perpetual night. | 

Why ſhould we defer our joys, © © 

Fame and rumour are but toys; 

Cannot we delude the brave 

Or the owe houſhold flave. 
33 103 
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Vr their exſier cares beguil, 

So remov'd by our will; 

*Tis no fin love fruits to ſteal, 

But the ſweet thief to reveal, 

To be taken, to be ſ-en, 

Theſe bave crimes accounted been, 


SONG CLXVIII. 
The SALOPIAN. 


Am a bold ſoul, yet no toper am I, 

For I mind not your ale but your good company; 
As my heart it is tout and my mind it is free, 
Nor ] value not a pitcher, one, two nor three, 
For you will find me fo jovial when I come again, 
As I can tipple a while and be free from all pain, 


Since the farmers delight is nuty brown ale, 


zut punch and good wine, I think better a deal; 
To all true friends of Bacchus brave, 


And enl;vens the hearts of the knight and the ſlave; 
Who loves a gay life, and their freedom wou'd gain, 
And can tiple a while and be free from all pain. 


In your pitchers nor canns, we never drink round, 
For the bottles and glaſſes bears the beſt ſound, 

the firſt we co empty while bumpers they cry, 

To all our good friends round the Taken fo high, 
Thus we live when freedom we pain, 


And tiple away while breath doth rem in. 


SONG CLXIX. 
CovenTRY LassEs, 


HEN I road forth tramping in fiſty four, 
Brave Coventry city I then did adore, 
Where 
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Where J went to each church with a face ſo divine, 
For among the fair laſſes I like to ſpend time. 


As that is my 1 and fills me with joy, 


As the laſſes of Coventry all round I did eye; 
And I vow they are charming and their dreſſes ſo 
plain, 


And they are free from all ambition and hateful diſ- 
dain. 


I tipt them a wick with obedience ſo low, 

Wanich delight'd them all and they ſtyl'd me a beau; 
I made my ſelf joval in the midſt of all joys, 

With the Coventry laſſes how happy was J. 


As ſome did invite me to take forth the air, 
And for to deny them, I cu'd not, I ſwear, | 

1 ſaid that I lov'd them, but no longer cou'd ſtay, 
So we kiſs'd and we parted, and I road away. 


SONG. CIXX. 
On the May. By @ Gentleman at Salop. 


AE nymphs that blith and gay, 
| And bid welcome to the month of May. 
Which brings forth its gild'd hue, 

As the birds do fing with their notes ſo true, 
From every. grove and thicket all round 

You'll hear their ſweet harmony ſound. 


And the ſhepherds rejoyce that attend the plain, 
That old winter was paſt, and ſummer is here again, 
Wich enlivens the heart with mirth end cheer, 
Wien their pipes do play which charms each ear, 
Of the bright, the gay, and the fair, 

Who to the ſhepherds all repair. 


and 
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And when once arrive all in a joval train, 
Where they dance and ſing all o'er the plain, 
A moſt charming ſight for to behold, 
Tt delights the young and pleaſes the old, 
For to view the fields and the meadows all ſo gay, 
Which welcomes Flora of the May. 


With the ſweeteſt of flowers for to pleaſure the fair; 

Which is io charming l'd have you declare, 

But the ſweeteſt of flowers grows on the plain, 

Where glides thro“ the S-vern ſtream, 

And its courſes are as conſtant as the day, 

And you lads be as conſtant to tae girl that's prudent 
and gay. 


8 O'N G CLXSI. 


Tript o'er the plain the other day, 
| Unto my flocks, as is my daily way 
With only my crook, my dog, and I, 
And my pipe, my only joy, | 
When at adiſtance I ſaw with ungarded power 
Sabin, the queen of the ſhepherds bowers, p 


Whoſe imitation is againſt every ſwain, 
As all their addreſſes ſhe doth diſdain ; 
She then paſt by me with a ſcornful air, 
A gad! her charms was killing I ſware ; 
I then ſummons Cupid for to atttend, 

As the god of love to ſtind my friend. 


I pain'd a dart, and after Sabin I fly, 

But fill ſhe. did frown and my ſuit d-fye, 
Untill ker heart felt a pain; | 

'Then ſhe aſk'd what did I mean, 

For to inſylt her foverighn mind, 

My anſwal:was my love be more ind. 
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And pitty me, a ſhepherd, but your ſlave, 
| And grant me your heart, for mine you have, 
Then I ſhou'd for ev'r reſt in mutual joys, | 6 
If you wou'd, my lovely Sabin, unite the ties, «+ J 
The maid then ſmilling ſaid, no more complain, 
As I can no longer frown, take me for your pain. i 


j 

SONG CLXXII. | 

Love Conguer d by Rxeason. The Wards by a Gen- 1 
theman at Vork. 


T being one morning in the month of May, 
I ris'd with the larks for to gather the flowers. 
ſo gay; 
As I paſt thro' the groves and the meadows ſa green, 
Where no one was to be ſeen ; 
But while I amuſed myſelf there alone, 
I heard from the groves a voice for to make more. 


It was a young damſellamenting the loſs of her dear, 
Saying, he is now gone, I don't now where, 

As Cupid was firſt that wounded my heart, 

All with his ſhivering dart ; 

And the youth, he ſaid, he wou'd be true, 

O! his deceitful tongue cauſes me to rue. 
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He ſaid I was handſome in every limb and air, 
But all this I knew before I felt love I ſware; 

O! how falſe is the man whom I thought ſo true, 
Has now left me, and where ſhall I perſue ; 

But ſince he is ſo cruel to leave me in diſpair, 

And tangled me thus all in love-ſick care, 


I'll now viſit the ſhepherdreſs's upon the plain, 
For to enquire for my ungrateful ſwaig ; 


And 
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And if I can't hear of the man I love ſo true. 
No longer ſhall his falſe heart cauſe me to rue; 
For ſince he has thus forſaken me, 

I am once more at free liberty. 


S ON G- CcLXXIII. 
A fawourite Alx. Set by Dr, Arne. 


Le had ] borne of love the pain, 
And long in ſilence drag'd his chain, 
With reſolution ne*er to tell, 

The love I bore to Iſabel. . 
The fire ſhe kindeb'd in my bret. 
Philoſophy would have ſuppreſs'd; 
But in that breaſt love took it's ſtand, 
Triumphant with a burning brand. 


Dear Iſabel, thou much lov'd maid, 

Bring to a bleeding heart thine aid; | 
Thou haſt the fountain, thou the power, 
To quench a flame that would devour. 


To eaſe me of the bleeding ſmart, 

To wrench the dagger from my heart; 
And to apply a hand divine, 

O!] goddeſs of my ſoul is thine. 


8 f ON G. , CLXXIV. | ( 
Þ. Set by Mr. Bagley. * 


AS TE Phillis, haſte, while youth invites, 
1 Obey kind Cupid's prefent voice, 
Fill every ſence with ſoft delights, 
nd give my ſoul a looſe to joys; 


* 
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Let millions of repeated kiſſes prove, 
That thou all kindneſs art, and Lell love. 


Be mine and only mine, take care 

Thy looks, thy dreams, thy thougnts to guice, 
To me alone, nor come fo far, 

As liking any youth beſide : 
What man e'er court thee, fly *em and believe 
They're ſerpents all, and thou the tempt'd Eve. 


So ſhall I court thy deareſt truth, 
When beauty ceaſes to engage, 
So thinking on thy cherming youth, 
I'll love it o'er again in rage. 
So the time itſelf our raptures ſhall improve, 
While ſtill we wake to joy and live to love. 


SONG | CLXKV. 


Topy reduc'd. 


> 


EAR Tom, this brown Jog that now foams 
with mild ale, 
In which I will drick to ſweet Nan of the Vale; R 
Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 
As eber drank a bottle or fathom'd a bowl. 


In boozing about, twas his praiſe to excell, 

And among jolly topers he bore the bell: 

It chanc'd, as in dog-days, he ſat at bis eaſe, 
In bis flow'r woven arbour as gay as you pleaſe, 


With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrows away, 
And ſoaking with old ſtingo, his clayj 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ut, 
And he died full as big as a Houeheller but, 
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His body when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had reduc'd it again; 
A potter found out in its covert ſo — 
And with part of fat Toby he form'd his brown jug. 


SONG CLXXVI. 


HEN firſt 1 ſaw the graceful move, 
Ah! me, what meant my throbing breaſt, 
Say ſoft confuſſion art thou love, 
If love thou art, then fare well reſt. 


With gentle ſmiles aſwage the pain, 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create, 
And though you cannot love again, 
In pitty ah ! forbear to hate. 


SONG CLXXVII. 
A Drinking Song To CELIA. 


D RINK to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine, 

Or leave a kiſs but in the cup, 
And TI will not look for wine. | 

The thirſt that from the ſoul doth riſe, 
Doth aſk a drink divine, 

But might I of lovely neQtar ſup, 
I would not change for thine, 


J lent thee late a roſey wreath, 
Not ſo much honouring thee, 
As giving in a hope that there, 
It could not wither'd be; 
But thou thereon didſt only breath, 
And ſend it back to me, 
Since when it grows and ſmells I ſware, 
Not of its ſelf, but thee. SONG 


N 


61 
SONG CLXXVIIL 


The MilkMuAILI DS GaRiandD for May. 1750 


ELCOME ſweet May with thy ſummer 
feet, 
To dry up the gutters of London ſtreet; 
For lo ! the garlands and milkmaids come, 
To crave of each houſe their annual ſum ; 
O ! ſee the ſilver vaſes, trim and bright, 
And roſy wenches dreſt in gayeſt plight. 
Sing milk above, milk below, 
Crys the merry milkmaids of London; O 


How neat their feet, with ſhoes of jetty hue, 

How neat their legs, with Rocking, clock't and new, 
While tankards enrich their chairmen freight, 

Well laden, well paid, they trot in ſlate ; 

When the lady's delight*is pleas'd above, 

V/ith gaudy ribbands deck that alcove, 

Sing milk above, &c. 85 


Now walls the fidler with his crow'd, 

And if not tunefull, yet ſcrapes aloud ; 

i hen follows the matron of the tram, 

Who in her early days thro' hail and rein, 
Did trudge, ſcream the miry ſtreet along, 
Which courts, and allies eccho'd to her tang. 
Sing milk above, &c. 


Now walks, ſhe miſtreſs of cavalcade, 


The labour of her younger days is repaid; 


See the braſs-Knockers how ſhe gently liſte, 
or various cuſtomers, has varions gifts , 


* Tia Ruth ; 
P b oaptes” 
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Haply the noble houſe-keeper comes down, 
With half a guinea, or at leaſt a crown. 
S ng milk above, &c. 


For middle gentry half a crown, enough, 

The garland hear=—diſmiſs that paltry ſtuff, 
"The crafty miſer thinks the month before, 
And early gaurds the knocker of his door ; 
The well known leather glove above it bound, 
Tells what the knew no entrance to be found, 
Sing milk above, &c. 


The golden ring'd miſtreſs of the bar, 

Tips half a crown, and more ſhe ſhou'd by far, 
Wano every day from theſe throughout the year, 
For gin and porter takes a guinea clear, 

Here then the garland ſtops— they drink and roar, 
Divide the money—and the paſtimes o'er, 
Sing milk above, &:. 


SON G CLXXIX. 


A DEs crreTlION of LoNnDoON, 


OUSES and churches mixt together, 
Streets unpleaſant in all weather, 
Priſons, palaces, contiguous, 
Gates, a bridge, the Thames irriguous, 


SGaudy things enough to tempt ye, 
- Showey outſides, inſides empty; 


Bubbles, trades, mechanic arts, 
Coaches, wheel-barrows, and Carts. 


Warrants, bailiffs, bills, unpaid, 


Lords of landreſſes afraid; 


Rogues that nightly rob and ſhoot men, 


Hargmen, aldermen, and ſootmen. 
E Lwyers, 
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Lawyers, poets, prieſts, phyſicians, 
Nobles, ſimply, all conditions, 
Worth beneath a threed bear cover, 
Villainy bedaub'd all over. 


Women black, red, fair, and gray, 
Prudes, and ſuch as never pray; 
Handſome, ugly, noiſy ſtill, 

Some that will not—more that will, 


Many a beau without a ſhilling, 
Many a widow not unwilling, 

Many a bargain, if you ſtrike it, 
This is London how do you like it. 


SON G CEXXX. £ 
The HAPPY Fine-Sip2, 


II E hearth was clean, the fire clear, 
The kettle on ſor tea; | 

Ranger was in his elbow chair, 
As bleſs'd as any man could be, 


CIl:rinda, who his heart poſſeſs'd, 
And was his new made bride, 
With head recli'n'd upon his breaſt, 

Set toying by his fide, 


Stretch'd at his feet, in happy ſtate, 
A fav'rite dog was laid, 

By whom a little ſportive cat, 
In wanton humour play'd. 


larinda's hand he gently preſs'd, 

She ſtole an amrous kiſs ; 
And bluſhing modeſtly confeſs'd, 
The fulineſs of her bliſs. 


( 160 ) 


Ranger with honeſt heart elate, 
Pray'd to almighty Jove, 

That it might e'er be his fate, 
Juſt ſo to live, and to love. 


Be this eternity he crv'd, 
An1let no more be given ; 

Continue thus my fre ſide, 
I aſk no other heav'n. 


s ON G CLXXXT. 
| Sung by Mrs, Clive» | 
EE 22 and his maiter, as together, they paſs, 
Or ſee them admiring-themſelves in a glaſs 


Each cocks fierce his hat, ſtruts and looks big! 
Both have lace on their coat, and a bag to their wig 
» 


Both ſwear, and both rattle, both game, and both 
drink, 

When neither can write, or can read, or e'er think, 

Say. then, where the difference lies, if you can, 

Faith widows you'd give it on ſide of the man. 


IN I 


